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** Such wilder'd dreamings ! 
Bright with golden gleamings 
Of old remember'd, happy summer days ; 
Snatches of voices, 
As when youth rejoices, 
And merry laughter rings through pleasant ways : 
Fragments of years 
For ever gone 
Beyond the reach of hopes and fears." 

Rev. J. S. B. Monsell. 
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A REMINISCENCE. 



CHAPTER I. 

" False glossing pleasures : cssks of happiness : 
Foolish night fites : women's and children's wishes ; 
Chases in anas : gilded empliness : 
Shadows well mounted : dreams in a career : 
Embroider'd lies : nothing between two dishes : 
These are the pleasures here." 

Georgb Herbekt. 

/^NE fine frosty morning in the middle of December I 
was standing at one of the drawing-room windows of 
Holm Lodge in a state of indecision. The blue sky, bright' 
sunshine, and fresh cold air seemed to call me out ; but 
within, the great fiie blazing up the hospitable chimney, the 
easy cluurs, and all the pleasant home occupations, were too 
inviting to be resisted, so I stayed where I was, looking out 
at the quiet scene before me, which no one could have 
denied to be pretty, though many would have marvelled at 
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the afFectionate admiration with which I regarded it. First, 
close to the windows, ran a narrow flower border and gravel 
path ; then the lawn — which stretched far away to the left, 
forming, with its giant sweeping fir-trees, the chief if not the 
only beauty of the place — sloped suddenly down and up 
again, hiding by its rise the ha-ha that divided it from the 
cherry orchard adjoining, which sloped gradually upwards, 
bounded by a straight avenue of fir-trees, whose evergreen 
heads — ^visible now through the leafless branches — ^formed 
the limit of the view. But in spite of its simplicity, we were 
all very fond of it, as people are of any place associated with 
pleasant memories ; and Holm Lodge had been our home 
for so long, that every twig and stone were like old and 
familiar friends. 

I had stood there for some moments, when the door 
behind me opened, and a girlish voice exclaimed, 

"What, Aunt Gertie, wavering still? Goda told me to 
tell you that she had followed your advice and was getting 
ready to go out." 

"Why don't you go too?" I inquired, "it would do you 
good, Carrie." 

" Not till you set the example," she replied saucily ; " you 
see. Auntie, Goda follows your precepts, but I follow your 
practice. Isn't it bitterly cold !" and she sank down on her 
knees before the fire, where I joined her, to the great relief 
of my fingers and feet that had already begun to feel the 
effect of the different atmosphere at the other end of the 
room. 
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I had taken up my knitting, but Carrie sat there idly, 
gazing into the fire with a thoughtful musing look that I did 
not care to disturb, as it gave me an opportunity of gazing 
unnoticed at a face which I thought the prettiest I had ever 
seen, though I would not for worlds haye encouraged her 
tendency to conceit by showing my admiration. Her 
profile was perfect, — a low forehead, with soft brown 
hair brushed straight back from it ; a straight white nose, 
blue eyes, with an expression happy though quiet; and 
a mouth — ^just the shape that I admire most — ^with its 
short upper lip closing so sweetly and easily over the 
under one ; whilst the regularity of the whole was com- 
pleted by the delicately rounded chin and throat (For- 
give this minute description, reader, but that face is so 
indelibly impressed upon my mind, that I could not re- 
frain from trying to give a correct idea of it.) No varying 
expressions revealed the feelings that were passing through 
her mind ; it was one calm fixed gaze of happy reverie until 
'the clock on the chimney-piece struck the half-hour, and 
she raised her eyes to it, sa)dng, 

" Only half-past twelve ! I thought it was much later." 

" No, dear. You see there is plenty of time for you to 
have a run in the garden before he comes." 

I had guessed the subject of her thoughts, and guessed 
correctly it appeared, for a slight flush accompanied her 
smile as she replied, 

" Oh, I don't expect Jack will be here for a long time 
yet, perhaps not till two, he is always late," and now that 
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the ice was broken she continued after a pause, " I wonder 
he does not come to live at Beaumanoir, it would be so 
nice to have it occupied." 

"It is better as it is," I replied, perhaps somewhat 
sharply, for she looked up quickly, sa5dng, 

"You don't like Jack, Aunt Gertie, — ^why not? I am 
sure he is very nice and good-tempered." 

"Good-natured, you mean, Carrie. Yes, I quite allow 
that, but I fear that is all I can say for him. Even you 
must acknowledge that his is not an admirable cha- 
racter." 

" Of course he is not perfect," said Carrie, in an offended 
tone, "f6w people are; but I don't see that he is worse 
than other young men. Most officers are a little wild, and 
with his training one could not expect him to turn out 
differently." 

" With his training, Carrie ? what do you mean ? he had 
a most excellent mother, who did the best she could for 
his welfare. It was her misfortune, not her fault, that he 
turned out a selfish and undutiful son." 

" Yes, Auntie, I know she was very good. But I mean," 
said Carrie, apologetically, " that it never answers to keep 
boys so strictly when they are young. It only makes them 
more wild when they get their freedom, and Jack has such 
very high spirits." 

I could not agree with this view of his character, and 
told her so. Animal spirits he certainly had at times, but 
none of those noble, impetuous, joyous qualities^ that I 
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understood by high spirits. But Carrie's championship was 
not yet exhausted. 

" At least you can't deny that he is handsome !" she said 
triumphantly. 

"No, certainly, I cannot deny that. He is the hand- 
somest man I ever saw, and that is an additional reason 
why I wish he would keep at a distance. Constant inter- 
course would only increase his influence, and over you, 
Carrie, he has too much already." 

" Influence over me !" she exclaimed in a would-be tone 
of indififerent denial, " indeed, Aunt Gertie, he has no par- 
ticular influence over me. I like him, of course, because 
he is our cousin and a nice fellow; but so do all the others, 
— ^papa likes him very much." 

"And so do I, as an acquaintance," I replied, "for, as 
you say, he is very good-natured and can make himself very 
agreeable. But, believe me, Carrie, he is not one to be 
trusted, and nothing would be more dangerous than to 
believe all he sa3rs and looks. I am afraid he is an adept 
in the game of unmeaning, if not heartless, flirting." 

I said this to warn my darling from the danger that I 
saw hanging over her, but I fear it was an unlucky move. 
It only set her finding excuses for him and bringing up all 
his good qualities in his defence. ' Of course he flirted 
— ^there was no doubt about that, all young men did in 
these days; but she was sure he was too kind to do it 
heartlessly, and it was a shame, because he was gay and 
handsome, to put him down as a dangerous hypocrite. 
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She believed he would not have been wild at all if he had 
not unfortunately got into the fast set of the r^ment ; but 
he was going to leave the army soon, and then she hoped 
he would give up sowing his wild oats/ &c., but here I 
interrupted her. 

" Going to leave the army, did you say ? when did you 
hear that ? did he tell you ?" 

" Yes, didn't he tell you?'' she said hastily, looking rather 
as if she had let it out by mistake ; " you know, nothing 
was decided. Aunt Gertie, he was only talking about it." 

"Who was talking about what?" asked her brother, a fair 
languid-looking boy of sixteen, overhearing the last words 
as he entered the room. 

**0h, nothing," said Carrie, "aren't you dreadfully cold, 
Alec ? come to the fire, here is your pet chair empty." 

" Thanks, I will avail myself of your kind offer," said he, 
dropping readily into it, " and now, madam, I have some 
welcome news for you, — ^Jack the heart-killer has arrived." 

"Already?" said Carrie, admirably hiding any excite- 
ment she may have felt, "where is he then? have you left 
him to shift for himself? you are a polite host 1" 

" He is quite capable of it, and I thought it would be as 
well to come and warn you of the approach of the heroic 
vision. 

' Nature could not two gifts afford. 
And so she did not make his sword 
So killing as his eye/ 

quoted Alec, "prepare yourself, quick, Callums ! here he 
comes !" 
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"Foolish boy," laughed Carrie, "to hear you talk one 
would think he wasn't our cousin !" but the heavy step in 
the ante-room was followed by the opening of the door, and 
then Jack Bradwardine, the subject of so much thought and 
conversation, made his appearance, — ^a tall, broad-shoul- 
dered, slouching young officer about twenty-five years of 
age, whose extremely handsome exterior had gained for 
him the almost universal appellation of " Beau." 

I suppose I must try my hand again at a pen and ink 
sketch, though when I think of the original I feel quite 
powerless to do him justice. I can tell you that he had 
curly light hair, parted in the middle and cut short i la 
mUitairey and that he had a bronzed manly face, smooth 
save for the small moustache, which, wonderful to say, he 
Yf2& not in the habit of caressing. But how can I give any 
idea of the perfect outline of those handsome features, or 
of the dangerous fascination lent to them by his melancholy 
blue eyes ? I give it up in despair, though as I write I can 
see them as vividly in my mind's eye as I did that day 
when he stood before me. 

His first action, as in duty bound, was to come and 
shake hands with me; but the greeting that followed was 
much more affectionate. 

"How are you, Lina?" he inquired, in his deep rich 
voice, addressing Carrie by his private name for her, and 
holding her hand so long as to bring up the ready colour 
into her fair face. I strongly suspect that he squeezed it 
too, for she seemed to find some difficulty in extricating it. 
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But Alec was looking on amused, and to prevent any 
remark I interposed, 

"You are more punctual than we gave you credit for, 
Jack. You are really in time for once." 

" Before the time, I am afraid," he answered, looking at 
his watch, " my new mare steps out so, she upsets all my 
calculations. I had half a mind to drive on to Beaumanoir, 
but thought it might be as well to stop and feed first, and 
then get some of you to come with me." 

" Much better," I replied, " you would certainly have 
been late then. But, by the bye, I hear you are thinking 
of leaving the army. Have you decided an]rthing about 
that yet?" 

I mentioned this openly as an understood thing, because 
I did. not at all like the plan of his having secrets with 
Carrie, who thought a great deal too much about him 
without. 

" Well, yes," he answered, " I have almost made up my 
mind now, but I thought it would take you all by surprise. 
Ah, I see how it is, — Lina, you're a traitor I" 

"You didn't say I was not to tell," she said apologetically. 

"No, that is taken for granted. All my conversation 
with you is private and confidential." 

"Nonsense, Jack," I said, half angry at his ingenious 
method of gaining a girl's interest, " I wonder how many 

« 

nvpre people you impart your confidence to? But why are 
you leaving the army ? I should have thought it was just the 
life tb suit you, with plenty of amusement and nothing to do." 
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" Nothing to do, Miss Gascoyne ? I assure you that is 
not the complaint I am suffering from. Quite the contrary; 
it is an awful bore getting up for parade and all that sort of 
thing." 

" Is there a chance of our going to war soon ?" asked 
Alec demurely ; a sly insinuation of doubt as to his cousin's 
bravery which amused me, and which I could see Carrie 
understood too, for she instantly began talking rapidly 
about something else, — I suppose to prevent his feelings 
being hurt, though I think she need scarcely have used the 
precaution. 

'' Well, and what else do you think I have decided to 
do ?" resumed Jack ; " I am coming to live at Beaumanoir 
to have some fun. We'll have a ball first thing, Lina, as a 
house-warming, and you shall come out at it You've not 
been to one yet, have you ?" 

" No, but I don't see how you are to manage it." 

" Oh, easily. Miss Gascoyne must act lady of the house 
and chaperone, you know, and if the place isn't ready, we 
will send for people to do it up as quickly as possible. It 
is unfortimate the rooms are not laiger; the Chadcester 
Assembly Room is the place for a ball! but we must 
manage it somehow ; it will be splendid fun." 

" It will be jolly to have you living there," said Alec, 
evidently beginning to think him a cousin worth having 
now there was a chance of getting something out of him, 
" I hope you will give me a mount now and then. Beau ?" 

" Yes, I will mount you on the best old broomstick I 
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can find," said Jack, with a gruff, good-natured laugh, "but 
I say, Lina, we'll go up this afternoon and see about the 
rooms. I suppose it will be the drawing-room for dancing, 
library for the old fogies, and dining-room for feeding? that 
would be the best arrangement, I think." 

Here I put in a sober word to steady their wild plans ; 
suggested difficulties of time, expense, trouble, &c., but 
they knocked over every objection so rapidly that I was 
soon reduced to silence ; and before urging my opposition 
further, waited to hear my brother's opinion of this sudden, 
and, as it seemed to me, harebrained scheme. 

In a few minutes we were summoned to dinner by the 
bell that rang punctually at one o'clock, for we kept early 
hours at Holm. Lodge on account of the children; and 
found the rest of the party awaiting us in the dining-room. 
It was rather long than square, with a huge fire at one end, 
and folding doors opening into the schoolroom at the other, 
and looked very comfortable with its pictured walls and 
crimson curtains draping the single window that overlooked 
the front. But now that the greetings with Cousin Jack are 
concluded, and all have taken their places, I will take the 
opportunity of introducing at once the different members of 
our cheerful household. 

Opposite me sat my brother. Colonel Gascoyne, a tall, 
thin, weather-beaten soldier, with a tanned complexion and 
grisly moustache. To his left, Carrie; then Beau Brad- 
wardine, who with his usual dexterity had managed to turn 
out the lawful owner of the seat for his own benefit : and 
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lastly on that side little Agnes, a fair child of nine, whose 
unvarying sweetness of temper made her a imiversal fa- 
vourite. To my left sat my usual squire, Alec ; then Ger- 
trude, a sharp, pretty, and rather conceited little maiden of 
eleven ; then Teddie, a year older : and the last chair was 
vacant, which was so usual an occurrence that no one 
thought of remarking the absence of its owner or waiting for 
her arrival. In she came presently, a tall, independent 
looking girl of fifteen, with light reddish hair, a fair, freckled 
complexion, and an expression of pride that almost amounted 
to superciliousness : but a dear, affectionate niece to me all 
the same, and in my partial opinion very distinguished 
looking. 

" You are late, Goda," I said reprovingly. 

" Yes, Aunt Gertie, my hair came down," and without 
any greeting to her cousin, who was too busy talking to 
Carrie to notice her entrance, she took her place. Pre- 
sently, however,, he found himself at liberty, and without 
offering to rise, nodded familiarly across the table, saying, 
" How do, Goda ?" 

"How do. Jack?" she replied, returning the little nod, 
and imitating his slight drawl with an exactness that amused 
me greatly, though of course I took care not to show it, for 
the slightest encouragement would have increased her mi- 
micry to a dangerous extent. 

The conversation turned chiefly on the approaching 
change in Jack's arrangements, plans for the ball, &c,, to 
all of which the Colonel listened silently, as was his wont, — 
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carving and eating rapidly, and unconsciously keeping them 
in anxious suspense about his opinion. I could see that 
Carrie trembled for what it might be, for after a while she 
put in her voice with the slightest tone of entreaty in it : 
and Goda, after taking in thoroughly what it all meant, 
asked in her quick way, 

" And are you going to appear at it, Carrie?" 

" Of course I am," she answered, with a bright look of 
pleasure, but not unmingled with an uneasy doubt 

" But you axe not out" 

" That is no reason why she should never come out, Miss 
Goda," remarked Beau, with provoking coolness. 

" I didn't say it was, Mr. Jack. But, Carrie, I thought you 
were to make your first appearance at the Chadcester ball ?" 

" That can be her second. I intend her first to be at my 
house," said Jack, determined to get matters settled as soon 
as possible; "don't you think it's a good plan. Colonel? it 
won't be far for you to come, and a girl pught always to 
come out at a place where she is of some consequence." 

Something else he added in a low tone, but the children's 
voices covered it, and I could see that it was some flattery 
only intended for Carrie's ear, for though she laughed in 
reply, she evidently believed it, and was gratified. 

" It is a sudden idea," observed the Colonel, at last open- 
ing his lips on the subject, " you'll find Beaumanoir a dull 
place. Nothing in the world for a young man like you to 
do. What makes you think of living there ? going to get 
married ?" 
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" Yes, do, Jack. Let's have a wedding in the family," 
said Alec, glancing mischievously at his eldest sister ; but 
Goda remarked, 

''I should think you would find it difficult to decide 
which of the many strings should be the favoured one. 
Unless indeed it was Mrs. Lindsay." 

"And that wouldn't suit the Major's book, I'm afraid," 
said Jack, readily. 

" No. I wonder he has not called you out before now. 
I should have done so," — a remark which the young officer 
received with an amused guffaw. 

I thought this was not profitable conversation for the 
children to hear, so immediately changed the subject by 
asking the Colonel if he would walk up to Beaumanoir with 
them that afternoon. 

" Not I," he replied, " I am going down to the Rectory 
to see Mr. Morant I have something better to do than 
wandering about empty rooms, and arranging about a ball." 

"Then you think such a thing feasible?" I inquired, 
feeling quite glad at the moment when I saw Carrie's look 
of delight. 

" Oh, certainly. If Jack likes to go to the expense, he 
is quite welcome. It won't lighten my pockets !" 

" It will lighten mine considerably," said Jack, for the 
first time mentioning what I should have thought would be 
an insuperable objection with him, — for liberality was not 
supposed to be one of his virtues. But as the affair was 
got up entirely for his own amusement it was not so much 
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to be wondered at. I am uncharitable enough to imagine 
that any other appeal, however urgent, would not have ex- 
torted from him even one quarter of the amount 

Now that the idea was countenanced by the chief autho- 
rity, Carrie's spirits rose wonderfully, and very gaily she 
joined in her cousin's anticipations. But my attention was 
attracted to a slight squabble going on between Goda and 
Gertrude, whose similarity of temper made them clash more 
often than any of the others. Also Gertrude was rather 
forward for her age, and did not like being kept down by a 
sister who, though several years older, was still only in the 
schoolroom, like herself 

" You needn't talk, Goda," she was saying crossly, " I 
have often seen you do things just as bad. I only reached 
the salt to save Teddie the trouble of passing it." 

" A kind intention no doubt," said Goda, " but I dare say 
Teddie would rather have passed it than have your sleeve 
in his plate. You should always ask for things, and not be 
in such a dreadful hurry ; it looks so greedy." 

" I don't care what it looks !" snapped Gertrude : and 
Alec was aggravating her still more by a remark on the 
sweet tone of her voice, when I interposed, telling Goda to 
eat instead of talking, as she had come in late, and would 
keep every one waiting. 

" I have done," she said, directly laying down her knife 
and fork so as to hide the remaining contents of the plate. 
I saw them, however, and tried to persuade her to finish, 
but she had got into one of her obstinate fits that always 
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put me out of patience, so I soon gave up troubling myself, 
and told the servant to remove her plate. 

I was pondering on the strange fact that even the noblest, 
nicest characters, have their little paltry failings, when little 
Agnes' sweet voice addressed me. 

"Aunt Gertie, may I come to Beaumanoir this after- 
noon ?" 

" Certainly, love. I am going, and any one who likes 
may come with me." 

" Oh, pray. Miss Gascoyne, don't you trouble to come," 
said Jack politely, " I will take care of the girls." 

"I have no doubt you would. Jack," said I, feeling 
amused, " but I want a walk, so I may as well come with 
you to keep the children in order." 

" Of course, Aunt Gertie," said my dear Carrie quickly, 
" you must come to help us to make the proper arrange- 
ments. We can't do without you." 

" No, we shall be glad of your help," said her cousin, 
transparently, " but I meant if you had an)rthing else to do, 
Carrie could keep the children in order." 

"And who would keep Carrie in order?" asked Alec, 
" you ?" 

" Yes, I," laughed Jack ; " but we must look sharp about 
starting, or it will be dark before we get there. You are 
doing nothing, Lina, you may as well go and get ready, if 
Miss Gascoyne will excuse us." 



CHAPTER II. 

** One by one thy duties wait thee, 
Let thy whole strength go to each, 
Let no future dreams elate thee, 
Learn thou first what these can teach. 

** Every hour that fleets so slowly 
Has its task to do, or bear. 
Luminous the crown, and holy 
When each gem is set with care. 

" Do not linger with regretting. 
Or for passing hours despond. 
Nor the daily toil forgetting 
Look too eagerly beyond." 

Adelaide A Procter. 

r> EAUMANOIR was the type of a comfortable English 
country house : not grand or even beautiful, but with 
something so charmingly homelike in its quiet lawns and 
rookery trees, surrounded by a small grassy park, shaded 
here and there with round clumps of beeches and horse- 
chestnuts. The house itself was a solid square, flanked at 
each comer with gables; and on three sides so thickly 
covered with ivy that the windows seemed let into green 
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walls. It was only in front that the original building of old 
grey stone could be seen. But we did not stay long to 
admire the outside, for directly we came in sight of it the 
children scampered on to enjoy the fun of running about 
the passages, and playing in the empty rooms : and I fol- 
lowed, nothing loth, for I had a weakness for nice houses, 
and this was a perfect gem, — ^as comfortable inside as it 
was picturesque without. It was built in a rambling old- 
fashioned way that gave it the appearance of much greater 
extent than it really possessed : with so many doors and 
passages leading to the same places, that strangers would 
have been puzzled what to make of them all, and might 
easily fancy themselves lost in the labyrinth. 

But the best of it was that it had all the beauty of anti- 
quity, without any of its ruin or discomfort. Everything 
was in perfect repair. From top to bottom the house had 
been renovated, — ^papered, painted, and furnished, defects 
remedied, and new offices built, by the late proprietor, Beau 
Bradwaxdine's uncle, who, after many years of watching and 
waiting, had just seen the completion of his plans ; when a 
fatal accident in the hunting field suddenly deprived Beau- 
manoir of a master, and left the fiiiit of his labours to be 
enjoyed by another. Since then it had not been inhabited, 
except by the old couple who took care of it, and nothing 
had been altered, even the furniture remaining where it 
was, piled up in one or two rooms, — " very luckily," as 
Came remarked, "for they would have empty rooms to 
dance in, and it would not be much trouble getting down 

c 
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enough furniture to make the library look like a drawing- 



room." 



Oh, that library, how I always envied it 1 such a chann- 
ing comer room, with its oak floor, its walls wainscoted up 
to the ceiling, and its three mullioned windows ; one large 
one at the end looking on to the flower lawn, and two 
narrow ones at the side, — ^with a handsome fireplace between 
them, — overlooking what they had already begun to call 
the croquet lawn, because it was so smooth. I quite 
longed to see it furnished, and was as ready as any of ^hem 
to join in making plans for its arrangement ; but Jack's 
chief interest was in the drawing-room, so he soon dragged 
us away to look at it. It was a good shape for dancing 
in, rather long and lofty, with an immense bay window 
at the end overlooking the firont; but as he truly re- 
marked, it would look very different with a hundred people 
crammed into it, and it was an " awfiil bore" dancing in a 
crowd. 

"Then why not give this up for dancing too?'* said 
Carrie, leading to the adjoining dining-room, and standing in 
the middle to reconnoitre ; " see, it would do capitally as 
they open into each other, and the supper could be in the 
hall, — ^wouldn't that do ?" 

"Splendidly," said Beau, "and we'U have the band here 
in this comer, so that it may not be too noisy in the next 
room. You know the other will be by far the best, Lina 
so w^ll dance there, and let the superfluous crowd come 
here." 
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Carrie pretended to rebuke him for his want of con- 
sideration for his guests' comfort, but I could see that she 
was greatly elated by his marked partiality for herself, his 
way of talking in the plural number, as if all their pleasures 
and interests were to be in common. She talked away fast 
and happily, throwing herself readily into every scheme, 
and looking so pretty with her plumed hat shading her 
bright eyes and flushed cheeks, that I could not wonder at 
the young officer's devotion, though I dreaded it for the 
sake of the poor child's peace of mind. 

Presently, after a good deal of lingering and discussing, 
we came to the hall, which, being in the centre of the 
building, was lighted from above ; and where Jack directly 
began quizzing the family portraits that lined the walls, 
ending a series of disrespectful remarks about his worthy 
ancestors by suggesting that Carrie should appear at the 
ball dressed like the oldest and ugliest of them all. 

" Thank you," she retorted, " that would be too fascinat- 
ing, unless you promised to keep me company by dressing 
like that other old fright 1 But of coiu^e. Jack, you will be 
in uniform, all you officers ?" 

" I don't know. It's a great bore dancing in uniform,— 
so awfuUy hot." 

" Oh, but do 1" pleaded Carrie, " it will make the ball a 
thousand times prettier, and you may as well make a dis- 
tinction between officers and civilians. Please, Jack, as a 

favour to me !" 

" Oh, if you ask it as a favour, Lina," he replied gallantly, 
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" there is but one answer, — I could not disobey the queen 
of the ball ! But would your majesty please to look round 
and see how to arrange this hall ; we don't want a regular 
sit-down supper, you know, — ^it is such a stupid affair, and 
keeps one from the dancing. But just a spread for people 
to come to whenever they like, — I should think the counter 
dodge would do.** 

" The what T exclaimed Carrie and I simultaneously. 

Beau laughed and explained what he meant. To have 
tables arranged like a counter round three sides, with waiters 
behind to avoid trouble and confusion. We all agreed that 
would be an excellent plan, and then came the subject of 
decorations, which was most prolific. I am sure if only 
half their ideas had been carried into execution, the decora- 
tions would have been the most elaborate and magnificent 
ever seen. But I said nothing to discourage them. What 
was the use of damping their pleasure by opposition, when 
they would find out soon enough without my help that 
most of their plans were impracticable ? 

It was more than an hour before everything was settled 
enough to enable us to leave the house ; and then, follow- 
ing the boys' eager lead, we soon found ourselves at the 
edge of the pond, which I begged Alec not to venture on 
to, though Jack declared it was quite safe. 

" Run on, Agnes, and try. I'll give you sixpence for the 
risk," he said laughing. 

I caught back the merry child, who was only too anxious 
to do as she was bid, and Goda said. 
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"Why don't you go on yourself, Beau? we will promise 
to come to the rescue if you go in." 

" Thanks, but I should be sorry to give you that trouble, 
and after all, you know, you might not succeed." 

"That would be a pity," she replied, in her peculiar 
teazing way ; " the world would be deprived of its great- 
est ornament ;" but he only laughed at the words, good- 
naturedly overlooking the manner, which brought a shade 
of vexation over Carrie's usually placid face. 

" Come along, Jack," shouted Alec from the middle of 
the pond, " it's quite safe, several inches thick. We shall 
have capital skating to-morrow." 

"That's all right I shall come over and teach you, 
Lina. Have you any skates ?" 

" No, but I have tried with Alec's. I am sure I should 
never have courage to go alone." 

"Oh yes, you will," said Beau confidently, "I shan't 
leave you in peace until you can dance on skates. It is 
famous fun, will you come and try now?" 

" No, thank you," said Carrie, retreating to my side, " I 
have a great horror of felling on the ice. But do you go 
on if you like, — that is, if it will bear such a giant" 

" It will bear any number of giants," said Goda, stepping 
up on to the grass again; but almost direcdy her words 
were contradicted by a resounding crack, that made my 
heart leap into my throat with anxiety for the children, who 
with great perseverance had overcome my reluctance to 
let them go. Nothing happened to them however; no 
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head disappeared under the water as I had expected, and 
Alec declared it was just as safe as before, for it was only 
that their pressure had sent the ice down to its proper level. 
But Beau came oif, saying that perhaps his huge weight 
would bring them all to grief. 

" What a brave man !" said Goda contemptuously, aside 
to me. 

" Rashness is not bravery, Goda," I said quietly ; " I call 
it rash, not brave, to go unnecessarily into danger, besides 
showing a great want of consideration for those who have 
charge of you. I wish those children would come off, it 
was weak of me to let them go at all. Come, Gertrude ! 
Agnes ! come quickly, darlings." 

" It was all my fault," said Goda, penitently ; " if I had 
not set the example, they would not have been so anxious 
to go. Oh, Aunt Gertie, what a bore it is being an elder 
sister ! I wish I was the youngest of all, so that I might do 
just as I liked." 

" It would not be good for you, dear," said I, taking the 
hand that she had put caressingly into my arm as we 
turned homewards ; " you might find the position of elder 
sister very useful if you would only think of it as an incen- 
tive for improvement. Make it your object to set a good 
example to the younger ones, it would help you to keep up 
to the mark wonderfully." 

"What mark?" she inquired, "it must be a very low 
mark indeed for me ever to think of reaching." 

" No, the higher you aim, the higher you are likely to 
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reach. Don't you know what George Herbert says ? * The 
arrow that is aimed at the skies may strike a tree, but the 
arrow that is aimed at a tree often falls to the ground.' 
However impossible it may be to come up to it, perfection 
is the aim we should all set before us." 

Goda made no reply until the sound of the children's 
voices had died away in the distance, as they raced on 
before us, and then she began abruptly, " Aunt Gertie, I 
have often thought lately what a useless life mine is, — I 
hope it won't always be so." 

"No, dear, as you grow older you will find plenty of 
opportimities for useftdness. As yet you have been a child, 
and not expected to do much." 

"But even when I am older I don't see what good I 
shall do in the world. What is the use of playing the 
piano, and croquet, and reading novels, and going to balls ? 
it is for no one's benefit but one's own, and hardly that 
either, for when you come to think of it, it is all waste of 
time." 

" If carried to excess it is waste of time," I replied, " but 
a little relaxation is what we all require, to fit us for the 
harder duties of life." 

" Yes, if people have hard duties to attend to, but all play 
and no work must be veiy unsatisfactory, and that is what 
most young ladies' lives seem to consist of. I should like 
to have been a man. Women are such helpless, useless 
creatures.^ 

"No, no, Goda, I can't allow that. A true woman is 
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always helpful, for is not that what 5he was created for ? 
Without her where would all the comforts of home be? the 
tender nursing in sickness, the gentle sympathy that so few 
men are capable of giving. Woman's work may be less 
perceptible, but it is no less important than man's." 

"Perhaps not; real work like the Sisters of Mercy do. 
Theirs is something like work ! I should like to be a Sister 
of Mercy." 

" You ?" I exclaimed, " with your fastidious dislike of dirt 
and wretchedness. You would soon get tired of it." 

" No, Aunt Gertie," she replied resolutely, " I have often 
thought of it lately, and I think, I believe I could bear the 
sight of wretchedness if I was doing all I could to relieve it, 
and felt it my duty to be there. Of course it must be dis- 
agreeable, but fancy how satisfactory to feel that one's whole 
life was being spent in doing good ! and it would be so 
much easier to deny oneself if it was for any real use." 

" Self-denial is always of use to those who practise it," I 
answered ; " it helps to subdue our inclinations and bring 
them under control." 

" But of use to others, I mean." 

" Oh, I see. I suppose you think it no use to give up an 
interesting book, or a game at battledore, to mend a pair of 
old gloves?" then seeing that she understood and felt the 
allusion, I added, " Don't be hurt, dear, I only wished to 
show you how many little duties there are in your daily 
life that you overlook because they are so small, and yet 
you are wishing all the time to be useful. Only open 
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your eyes and you will see opportunities every hour of 
the day." 

" I often do see them," said Goda, sighing, " only I am so 
selfish I don't take the trouble to make use of them. I wish 
I was very good ! I am not fit even to think of being a 
Sister of Mercy." 

"You are over young yet," I said, cheeringly, "with 
plenty of time to improve. But remember, dear, that all 
the littie every-day trials and temptations are sent on pur- 
pose to prepare us for the great battle of life, and we must 
try to overcome them first, if we wish to conquer in the end. 
We can't expect to kill the giant until we have conquered 
the lion and the bear, can we, little Agnes ?" I continued, 
as the child joined us and slipped her hand into mine. 

"Are you talking about David, Aunt Gertie?*' she asked, 
looking up with her innocent eyes ; " I do so like that story 
about him. But oh, look at this pretty leaf covered with 
fix>st, and there's another, and there! aren't there lots of 
them. Auntie !" and so she went on prattling, whilst Goda 
relapsed into silence as she moved along mechanically, with 
her head bent and her eyes fixed on the ground. 

It now began to be bitterly cold, for the short winter day 
was closing in, and a thick fi-osty mist was rising firom the 
brook that wound along the valley in which Fontnell S. Chad 
was situated. So we hiuried through the park and soon 
entered the fir avenue that formed a side entrance to Beau- 
manoir. It was long and straight, prettily caipeted on 
either side with trailing ivy, which covered its banks also, 
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and scrambled in wfld luxuriance over the wooden railiiigs 
that divided it on the left from a ploughed field, on the 
right from our orchard, which, as I have said before, sloped 
gradually down to the lawn. And beneath the tangled mass 
of leafless trees we could see the blaze of firelight glowing 
in the drawing-room windows. Welcome sight ! telling of 
home, and warmth, and comfort It made me think of the 
many homeless wanderers -who would have to spend that 
bitter night under hedges or on doorsteps, and I drew my 
shawl closer round me with a shudder of pity. 

" Good-bye, till our next merry meeting !" shouted Alec, 
from behind, as he jumped lightly over the fence and ran 
home by the short cut across the orchard. The children of 
course, with the spirit of imitation natural to their years, 
were very anxious to follow him ; but I could not allow them 
to run such a risk of catching cold ; and suddenly remem- 
bering that Beau and Carrie's t^te-k-t^te had been quite long 
enough, I set the children off to race and see who could 
reach them first. 

This seemed to remind Carrie of our existence, for she 
directly slackeped her pace and kept turning round as if to 
wait for us ; but Jack was too sharp to let her go so easily. 
I could see that he purposely walked on and kept talking to 
draw her on too ; so that it was not until they had reached 
the lodge, and he was obliged in common courtesy to hold 
the gate open for us, that we overtook them and heard 
Carrie say, 

« No, I really can't. Jack, please don't ask me." 
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" What IS he wanting you to do ?" I asked, always dread- 
ing secrets between those too. 

" Nothing very bad," he answered with a laugh, " only she 
is so awfully conscientious. I only want her to help me 
have some fun at the ball." 

"Such help as your cousin Marjory gives you?" asked 
Goda, quickly. 

"Yes, she is a splendid hand at it When we two get to 
a ball together we have the rarest fun. But Lina could do 
just as well if she tried. It is only to make herself particu- 
larly agreeable, and that is quite natiual to her," he added 
gallantly. 

I may as well explain here that the chief delight of this 
young man's life (and a noble taste it was !) was to make use 
of his beauty for the purpose of captivating young wives, 
and making old husbands jealous. The more they felt it, 
the more amused was he : but he liked to have a lady ac- 
complice in the room to keep the gentleman off and prevent 
interruption. 

" And you want to persuade Carrie to do that !" exclaimed 
Goda contemptuously, "you will be much mistaken if you 
expect her to stoop to anything so unladylike. Be your 
decoy-duck indeed !" 

Jack burst into a gruff laugh, and Carrie said quietly, 

" I could not do it if I wished, I am not clever enough. 
How could I prevent a gentleman going anywhere he 
pleased ? if he seemed anxious to get away, I couldn't speak 
another word to him. Especially Major Lindsay !" 
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''So it is the Lindsa3rs you are going to annoy this time," 
I said; "I wonder, Jack, what pleasure you can find in 
making people unhappy and raising suspicions between them, 
just after they are married too ! I call it wicked." 

" Oh, it's great fun," he replied thoughtlessly, " and they 
need not alarm themselves. I am not fool enough to mean 
anything." 

" But that is just what I cannot understand. If you don't 
care for a person what is the use of behaving as if you did. 
Simply to make mischief?" 

" Oh, no, not at all : only for the fun of seeing the old 
coves look so black and thundery. But I thought Lina 
wouldn't do it, she's too good." 

"Then you do think it wrong?" said Carrie, inwardly 
congratulating herself, I had no doubt, upon having resisted 
his entreaties. 

" Not wrong for hardened sinners like Madge and me, but 
you are quite diflferent," he answered, bending his handsome 
head over her, and adding something that was inaudible to 
the rest of the party, for it was spoken in the low tone of 
affectionate admiration with which he knew so well how to 
win ladies' hearts. 

I felt very angry with him. Why should he go on in this 
way if he meant nothing? and I knew him well enough to 
feel certain he did mean nothing. Carrie was young and 
affectionate, with an enthusiastic devotion to beauty, so there 
was no chance of her coming unscathed out of the danger : 
and still he went on, heartlessly fascinating her, all for the 
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selfish gratification of his own vanity. I could have found 
it in my heart to wish, before the danger was irrevocable, 
that she might never see him again : for that he was charm- 
ing, especially to those to whom he devoted himself, I could 
not deny. But my musings were stopped by his own deep 
voice addressing me as we entered the Holm Lodge gates, 
and passed on into the comfortable atmosphere of the warm, 
well-lighted house. 




CHAPTER IIL 

" They pass, tbose souls beneath the mask of man, 
VeilM each fiom each, in moving prisons pent, — 
Whence come and whiiher going, who should say ? 

But each pursues intent 
A common impulse, and • various way. " 

Sir F. T. Palgravb. 

/^HRISTMAS Day this year fell on a Thursday ; and the 
Monday before, all the young ladies in the vilh^ 
b^jan to be very busy making Church decorations. I had 
too much to do at home to take much pait in the work, but 
on Tuesday all the four girls had gone and stayed to lunch 
at the Rectory, we supposed, as they had not appeared ; so 
in the afteraoon I set off to see how they were getting on. 

Fontnell S. Chad was a pretty village embosomed in 
trees, and picturesquely situated in a valley just off the 
broad high road, which passed our gates a quarter of a mile 
further on, on its way from Bristol to Chadcester. And a 
dreadful road it was to be obliged to traverse in all weathers, 
so cold and bleak in winter, so intensely, glaringly hot in 
: except at the end, where a friendly row of elms 
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bordering some private grounds, did double duty by shelter- 
ing the road as well. Beyond stood 'The Cross Keys,' 
a neat little wayside inn, where a carrier called every 
morning for parcels and passengers : but before reaching 
it, a sharp turning to the right led down a steep, shady 
lane bordered on the right by the garden wall of L.awns- 
wood, on the left by the Lawnswood meadows; until it 
reached the village pond, and gradually expanded into the 
broad level of the village street. 

There, the first object that met my eyes was the well- 
known figure of Mrs. Morant, our Rector's blooming wife, 
evidently going one of her cottage rounds, for she was walk- 
ing leisurely along, stopping to speak a few cheery words to 
each person she met Presently she saw me and turned 
back to meet me. 

" Good morning. Miss Gascoyne, where are you going ?" 
she began as usual. 

It would not have been Mrs. Morant if she had not asked 
that question. 

" I am going to the school to see after my children," I 
answered, " they have not appeared since breakfast." 

" Oh, they are quite safe, and not starving," she said, with 
a cheery laugh, " they all came in to the Rectory to lunch, 
and bustled off again in a great hurry to their work. Come 
along. 111 go with you and see if I can be of any use." 

" Are all your little ones well ?" I asked, " I have not seen 
the baby for some time." 

" Haven't you ? you must come in and see him some day; 
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he is such a stout, jolly fellow, and as noisy as possible. 
Who is that, I wonder ?" 

Before I had time to say I did not know, she started 
another subject. 

" By-the-bye, Miss Gascoyne, I wanted to ask if you had 
any quinces in your garden, or whether you would like 
some ? we have so many they are beginning to get bad, and 
Mr. Morant thought you might be glad of a few." 

'' Thank you," I said, feeling inwardly amused at the ex- 
treme generosity of the offer, " you are very kind. We have 
none in our garden, but pray do not deprive yourselves — "■ 
of the bad ones, I felt very much inclined to add, as Goda 
would have done. 

" Oh, we don't want them. The fact is, the tree bore so 
well this year we don't know what to do with them all I 
will send you up a basketful Look ! do look there," she 
exclaimed, lowering her voice gleefully, " did you ever see 
such a hat ! flowers in front, and feathers behind. I must 
tell Gussy to take a pattern from it !" 

In this way Mrs. Morant entertained me until we reached 
the school, a large building at the end of the village street, 
standing back pleasantly behind some trees. A hum of 
voices rose from one end where the school was being held, 
but the other half, divided from it by a thick canvas curtain, 
had been given up to the decorations, and a nice scene of 
confusion and untidiness it presented. Heaps of green 
branches strewed about the floor, desks and benches hidden 
under the bowery mass of finished work, and every available 
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peg supporting some light wreath, or decorated iron hoop ; 
whilst the authors of all this confusion were seated about, 
each busy with her own particular work. 

There were not many of them, only four besides my 
nieces : the Rector's two daughters, the Curate's little girl, 
and Miss Adams, a young lady who lived with her widowed 
mother in a cottage dose to Holm Lodge. She was a very 
extraordinary young woman in every way, but chiefly re- 
markable for three peculiarities — ^an extreme love of boast- 
ing, great powers of nonsensical conversation, and a won- 
derful aptitude for all ornamental work ; which of course 
made her invaluable at decorations. And thus it came to 
pass that at Christmas and Easter and such times as her 
services were required, she was invited to the Rectory 
and placed at the head of affairs with much fuss and 
attention lavished upon her : though no one could help 
seeing that during the rest of the year the family were 
treated by the Morants with marked coolness and neglect. 
I often wondered how Miss Leslie Adams could over- 
look this treatment sufficiently to work in their service; 
but some people are more forgiving than others, or less 
sensitive. 

Time passed on. Mrs. Morant had gone out again, but 
I got something to do, and as I worked found myself listen- 
ing to the schoolmaster's geography lesson in the next com- 
partment : for there was nothing to listen to in ours, save 
little Agnes's footsteps, and now and then her remarks, as 
she moved busily about supplying every one with materials. 

D 
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Whether it was that the girls had exhausted all their con- 
versation during the morning, or did not feel sociable, I 
cannot say ; but there they all sat in perfect silence, evi- 
dently either full of their work or their thoughts ; Augusta 
Morant looking solemn, as she always did when not talking, 
and even voluble Miss Adams apparently too much en- 
grossed in business to indulge in her usual rattling elo- 
quence. 

This silent industry had been going on for some time, 
when the door opened, and instead of the bundle of holly 
I had expected to see brought in by the gardener, in walked, 
to my great astonishment, the tall, handsome form of Beau 
Bradwardine 1 To save my life I could not have helped 
glancing at Carrie to see the effect of this sudden appear- 
ance : but she was quite unconscious, sitting with her pretty 
head bent thoughtfully over her work, until Miss Adams' 
delighted exclamation and quick movement forward to 
shake hands enlightened her ; and even then, though she 
slightly started and flushed, I could see that she purposely 
avoided being in a hurry to look up. 

" Good morning, Jack," I said, as he advanced to greet 
me, " how did you find your way up here ? have you come 
alone?" 

" Yes, every one was out at Holm Lodge, so I drove on 
to the village and sent Bob back with the trap. How are 
you, Lina?** 

She looked up now with a pleased smile, but returned to 
her work directly, and asked Agnes for some holly, evidently 
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anxious not to claim his attentions, but he gave them un- 
sought. 

" Holly is it you want ? is this holly ?" lifting a large branch 
of ivy from the floor. 

" Well, Mr. Bradwardine 1" exclaimed Miss Adams, with 
all the usual animation that the sight of ' a gentleman and 
an officer* had restored to her in a moment, " I had thought 
better of you ! do you really mean to say you have lived 
all these Christmases in the world without finding out what 
holly is like ? I suppose you are not in such a state of 
lamentable ignorance as regards mistletoe ?" 

" No, I think I know mistletoe," said Beau, with a gruff 
laugh. 

"I thought as much, and you would know holly soon 
enough if you once underwent the tortures it is in- 
flicting on me. Look at my hands ! But industry is 
a virtue, Mr. Bradwardine, and if somebody would be 
so charitable as to ' feed' me, I would set you an example 
of it" 

"Will this be of any use?" said Jack, handing over the 
piece of rejected ivy, and without waiting to hear the end 
of her profuse thanks he seated himself near his cousin, 
nominally to help her. 

But here my attention was demanded for something else ; 
and when next I looked, he was leaning forward (rather 
closer than he need have done) talking in a low confidential 
tone, and only reminded of his duty when Carrie looked 
from side to side for something to go on with, and he would 
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absently hand her the scraggy piece of fir he was twirling in 
his hand. 

That the coming ball was the subject of their conversa- 
tion I could infer from the words that now and then caught 
my ear ; but to others the attitude looked very suspicious, 
and I could not help wishing there were not so many inqui- 
sitive eyes in the room. It was impossible to make any 
alteration, however, without attracting attention, so I left 
them alone, knowing that there must be a move when that 
garland was finished, and slowly as it was getting on, it 
could not last all the afternoon : in which calculation I 
was right, for presently Beau got up and took it across the 
room, passing Miss Adams on the way, who of course 
greeted him with one of her ever-ready remarks. 

" I wonder," said Goda to me in a low voice, " if Leslie 
will manage to keep him on his way back? I am certain she 
will try," and she smiled at the prompt fulfilment of her 
words. 

" Oh, law ! my woes and miseries are great !" sighed the 
young lady in a voice of despair, " I feel like Tantalus, 
seeing that lovely variegated box and not able to reach it 
without upsetting all these berries. Oh, Mr. Bradwardine !" 
suddenly cheering up, " do act the good Samaritan, — ^thank 
you ! and if you have nothing better to do I shall be so 
infinitely obliged if you would break it up into small pieces, 
like this, look ! I am making a very light wreath for the 
corona, and going on at this rate, it will never get done." 

" Is this right ?" inquired Beau. 
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"Oh, yes, thanks, you excellent being! won't you sit 
down ? or do you prefer acting pelican in the wilderness ? 
there is a bench behind you," and with unwearying viva- 
city she rattled on for the next half hour ; what about I 
am sure I can't remember, for it was the most absurd 
nonsense, but very amusing to herself apparently, for she 
laughed continually and immoderately. Poor Goda got 
quite out of patience. 

" What a goose she is !" she exclaimed, turning her back 
upon them, " I can't bear to see her giggling and making 
such eyes ; I can't think how any one who admires Carrie 
can care to talk to her !" 

"Nonsense, Goda," I said, "you can't expect Jack to 
stay with one person all the afternoon, especially one of his 
cousins. I am very glad it should be as it is." 

But for all that I could not help agreeing with her that 
there was a great contrast between the two. Leslie Adams 
so noisy and, — I will not say unladylike, but unrefined, — 
with her bonnet mounted high on the back of her head, 
showing a great expanse of dark hair drawn upwards, that 
gave a reckless expression to her high square forehead and 
full grey eyes. Carrie so young and fair and ladylike, with 
her delicate features shaded by a sensible hat 

I was glad to see that she did not address them at all, 
though her privilege of cousinship would have enabled her 
to do so without impropriety. She was talking cheerfully 
to Augusta Morant, and an indifferent spectator would have 
fancied her quite unconscious of what was passing at the 
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other group : but I noticed that whenever she raised her 
head, the first quick glance was directed towards them, and 
my heart misgave me at that first sure symptom of the in- 
curable disease. 

Presently Goda got up to forage for better materials than 
we had near us, and in the course of her search went near 
Miss Adams, who directly accosted her. 

'^ Goda, do tell your cousin to behave himself properly. 
He is so idle, he has done nothing but hinder me ever since 
he sat down. Look here," taking a leafless stump that he 
offered her, and holding it up to view, '^ this is the tenth 
time he has given me this when I particularly asked for a 
nice bushy bit. Isn't it aggravating of him !" 

" He knows you enjoy it," said Goda, shortly. 

'' Indeed I don't ! I am longing to finish this and can't 
get anything to do it with. Now, Mr. Bradwardine, do be 
virtuous and get me something — I don't care what, so long 
as it is green." 

" There is nothing better than what I have given you," 
said Jack, pretending to look about. 

" Oh, nonsense ! you had better invest in a pair of spec- 
tacles when you get back to Chadcester. Goda, you don't 
want that Lignum Vitae, give it me !" 

" Not I, if s for Carrie." 

" Oh, let me take it to her," said Beau, springing up : but 
Goda had gone, and he followed her, leaving Miss Adams 
to her own devices. Carrie looked up gratefully when the 
treasure was thrown into her lap. 



FONTNELL S. CHAD, 39 

" Oh, thank you, Goda dear. That was just what I was 
wanting." * 

" Have you no thanks for me, Lina?" said Jack, looking 
down at her with his melancholy eyes. 

" For you ? No, you have done nothing to deserve them," 
she replied, saucily. 

" Well, what shall I do to deserve them ? I will do any- 
thing you tell me. Put my head into the fire, if you like." 

"That wouldn't be much," said Goda, in her off-hand 
way; " your head is not worth much, is it?" 

" Not to you, perhaps; it is to myself." 

"Inwardly? or outwardly?" she inquired. 

" Both : but the inside is more particularly for my own 
private use." 

" Oh, that is the reason we see so little of it," she replied, 
eliciting a laugh from Gussie Morant, and a playful warning 
from Came "not to be rude." 

We had all got together now, and the last hour passed 
quite sociably and merrily. I had not intended to stay to 
the end, but as Jack was there I waited for the girls until it 
was quite too dark to see', when we said good-night to the 
Morants, and all walked home in a body : that is to say, we 
started so, but very soon Beau and Carrie had far out- 
stripped us. They always did; unintentionally, no doubt, 
but Jack's long strides took him over the ground very quickly, 
and as his conversation was generally addressed to Carrie, 
of course she had to keep up with him to answer it. So that 
when we reached our gates they had disappeared, and Miss 
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Adams desired me to say good-night for her : privately send- 
ing a more mischievous message through Goda. 

In the drawing-room, alone in his glory, was our quiet 
little bookworm, Teddie, sitting on the hearthrug reading by 
the brilliant firelight that lighted every comer of the com- 
fortable room. 

"Where is Jack?" I asked. 

"Don't know; haven't seen him," he answered laconi- 
cally : and supposing he had gone up stairs to get ready for 
tea, I did the same. 

On coming down I went to the dining-room to see that 
all was ready, and through the folding doors into the school- 
room, where I found Alec, reading too, with his elbows 
spread on the table and his rough hair almost in the flame 
of the candle. 

" You careless boy 1" I exclaimed, moving it back; " if I 
had not come in, you might have set yourself on fire. Tea 
is nearly ready. Alec, don't forget to put yourself tidy," but 
he was a great deal too much engrossed to take the least 
notice of my remarks. 

The drawing-room was very noisy when I re-entered it 
Gertrude strumming on the piano, and the other two having 
a game of battledore, whilst their father lounged cross-l^;ged 
in an easy chair, encouraging them. I was obliged to stop 
Gertrude, for I had often told her not to play without her 
notes, and knew by experience that if I wished my word to 
be obeyed I must always enforce it. But the child took it 
very goodhumouredly, only making the stipulation that I 
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should play instead some of her favourite tunes, which I was 
veiy glad to do. I am fond of playing or listening to music 
in the twilight. 

" Now play me my march, Gertie," said my brother, as I 
paused; and I had just begun when he added suddenly, 
" By the way, where's Jack ? gone ?" 

" No, isn't he upstairs in your room ? Then I dare say he 
is in the garden finishing his cigar." 

" Yes, he is," said Teddie ; " I saw a cigar go across the 
lawn." 

" And had it legs, my little man ?" 

" I couldn't see anything else, father, it was so dark : but 
I saw the red spark and just at first I thought it was — ^" 

"A glowworm," interrupted Gertrude, "you thought it 
was a glowworm, didn't you, Teddie ?" 

" A glowworm !" he repeated derisively, " fancy a glow- 
worm up in the air." 

" A star," suggested Agnes ; " fancy, papa, Teddie thought 
it was a star !" 

" No, I didn't," and he raised the shuttlecock to continue 
their game> when a tap at the window startled him, and there 
outside stood Beau, and with him to my great astonishment, 
Carrie. I had fancied her, at least, safe upstairs, and directly 
called to her to come in out of the cold night air. 

" Well, open the window, one of you," she said : but the 
Colonel would not hear of it, " it would make the room cold 
for the rest of the evening, they must go round ,•" and as 
they passed the other window, I could not be certain, but it 
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looked very much as if Beau's arm were taking the cousinly 
privilege of resting round Carrie's waist 

** My dear child, how could you be so foolish !" I said 
gravely, meeting them in the hall as they came in, '' I took 
it for granted you were in the house somewhere ; indeed I 
never dreamt of your being so thoughtless as to stay out in 
the cold after dark. Where have you been ?" 

** Only up the garden, Aunt Gertie, and indeed it wasn't 
at all cold. I will be down direcdy," she said, running 
quickly up stairs : but I saw that she recognized my reproof 
and felt uneasy. 

Jack followed us in to tea as a matter of course. He was 
quite at home at Holm Lodge, more so than I thought ex- 
pedient considering his dangerous propensities, but my bro- 
ther liked him, and I could not prevent his frequent visits 
now that his regiment was stationed so unfortunately near ; 
Chadcester, our cathedral and garrison town, being only 
three miles distant. His visit to-day, it appeared, was rela- 
tive to the ball, which he had decided to have, if convenient 
to us, on the 8th of January : and he had come to daim the 
fulfilment of Carrie's promise to write the invitations for 
him. So directly after tea we got pens and paper, and each 
taking a row of the list of names that the girls had drawn 
up to assist our memories, we informed all our friends and 
acquaintances within a circle of ten miles that " Mr. Brad- 
wardine requested the pleasure of their company at Beau- 
manoir,*' &c., whilst the master of the ceremonies did his 
part of the duty by directing and stamping the envelopes. 
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It would have been a tedious business but for the fun that 
accompanied it, for it lasted until prayer time, when Beau 
took himself off: and the girls, thoroughly tired out with 
their day's work, very soon retired to rest \ or rather to their 
room, for some little time after when I went up to administer 
to Carrie a small lecture on imprudence, the vain child was 
still at the glass, tiying the effect of a pair of earrings on 
the background of her hair which hung loose round her 
shoulders. 

"Carrie, Carrie! will you never learn wisdom?" I ex- 
claimed, seizing the favourable opportunity for opening my 
subject ; " first sta3dng out in the garden in the night air, 
and then standing about so long in this cold room.- I am 
afraid we shall be having you ill, my dear child." 

" I told her she was a great goose," said Goda, who like 
a sensible being was snugly tucked up in bed ; " it is a great 
deal too cold to vanitize." 

" Indeed it is, especially after one act of imprudence has 
been committed already. Jack is a foolish, thoughtless 
young man, dear, and you should not allow yourself to be 
led by him. He has no discretion." 

" I did not know there was any harm," murmured poor 
Carrie, flushing at what she rightly guessed to be my mean- 
ing, but Goda interposed naively, 

" I say, Carrie, how he does flirt with you !" 

" You silly child ! what do you mean ? you forget he is 



our cousin." 



a 



Only a third cousin, and a very spooney one too !" 
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she replied: but I stopped such unprofitable conversa- 
tion. 

'' Don't, Goda, I don't like to hear you use that word. 
Of course, dear Carrie, he is your cousin, and as such, in- 
dulges in free intercourse with you ; but you must remember 
that a cousin is not a brother, and however much we may 
know that there is nothing in it, other people are always 
ready to wonder and talk." 

I flattered myself that the meaning I wished to convey as 
to our estimation of his attentions was very neatly expressed ; 
and Carrie understood it, for she continued her toilet in 
silence until I moved to go ; when she turned to me, the 
dear affectionate child, and throwing her arms round my 
neck, whispered, 

" Good-night, dear Aunt Gertie, I will be more careful for 
the future." 

'' Good-night, my darling. Make haste into bed," and I 
left the room. 

How I did love that girl ! not more, perhaps, than my 
other nieces and nephews, but she was so pretty, and such a 
darling! 




f^fff\^ 



CHAPTER IV. 

" And now did an oi^an's peal break ont, 
And the bell-notes died awaf ; 
And a holf bishop, in robes, was there. 
And priests in their white array. " 

ChHstiaH Ballads. 

/^HRISTMAS Day rose bright and frosty, and the Church 
amply repaid the youi^ decorators for all the time 
and trouble bestowed upon it It was a pretty little Gothic 
building, with three aisles and a chancel, which had lately 
been restored throughout, so that there was plenty of room 
for ornament, and every available space had been turned 
to the best advantage,— all the arches and windows traced 
out with evergreens, gariands twined round the pillars and 
standard lights, and wreaths festooned in every direction 
round pulpit, lectern, and font. But the crowning beauty 
of all, in my eyes, was over the chancel arch, where a star 
of scarlet berries on a dark background of glossy leaves 
shone out over the words, " Gloiy to God in the Highest" 

We had a cheerful service ; two clergymen officiating as 
usual, and Mrs. Morant presiding at the organ, with a choir 
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composed of school-children and adults, which was gene- 
rally considered good for a village, though I never could 
appreciate it ; the music was so florid, and the singing so 
drawling and expressionless. But of course it suffered from 
comparison, and we were quite spoilt by the beautiful 
singing of the Cathedral choir at Chadcester, which we were 
looking forward to hearing that afternoon ; as the service at 
Fontnell was not till the evening, and we had arranged to 
spend our Christmas evening at home. 

Only the Colonel, Carrie, and myself stayed for the after- 
service, and then we returned to lunch and discussed who 
was to go to Chadcester, and how we were to get there. 
The boys preferred staying to skate on the Beaumanoir 
ponds with the young Morants, so that left only five of us, 
but that was more than the basket-carriage would hold, and 
as the Colonel preferred walking, it was arranged that we 
should take it by turns to walk with him, half the way 
each. 

Carrie and Gertrude started, and when we overtook them 
exchanged places with Goda; but they would not allow 
either Agnes or me to get out, which I told them was 
rather humiliating, as it seemed to infer that we were the 
old age and infancy of the party; but all the comfort I 
received was a saucy remark from Goda that " so we were :" 
and we drove on leaving her waving her handkerchief as 
she strode actively along by her father's side. 

We soon came in sight of our destination now. A mile 
further on the road passed over the brow of a hill, com- 
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manding an extensive view of the woods and meadows of 
our undulating county ; and there, reposing quietly in the 
nearest valley, was the grand old town with its sea of irre- 
gular roofs and chimneys, relieved at intervals by a church 
tower, and crowned above all by the three tall spires of the 
Cathedral, which stood out distinctly, as if conscious of 
being the chief object of interest in the scene, and in- 
variably elicited from us some fresh tribute of loving ad- 
miration. 

After this a gradual descent of half a mile brought us 
into the streets, which looked quite deserted with all the 
shops closed; and leaving the carriage at the principal 
hotel, the Mitre, we walked leisurely on towards the Cathe- 
dral. Several acquaintances we met, amongst them two 
young officers arm in arm, which seemed to be their usual 
mode of progression ; and once we caught sight of Beau 
Bradwardine walking with a young lady, whom we recog- 
nised as Mrs. Lindsay, the bride of the regiment. He did 
not see us, for they were going in the opposite direction, 
but there was no mistaking the gigantic figure and slouch- 
ing gait, or more especially the confidential attitude in 
which he bent over his companion, just as he was in the 
habit of doing over Carrie ; and I hoped that, though un- 
pleasant, it might be wholesome for diat young maiden to 
see how unmeaning his attentions were, and how little to 
be trusted. 

She it was who first alluded to them, making some laugh- 
ing remark about " Jack indulging in his wicked practices," 
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but I could see it was not so amusing to her as she pre- 
tended, for a troubled, absent look came into her eyes that 
had before looked so happy, and a more weary tone to her 
voice. Almost directly, however, the Cathedral chimes 
rang out their summons, and if anything could have soothed 
a troubled spirit it was the solemn grandeur of those lofty, 
silent aisles, those 

" Branchings of embowering length. 
And avenues of pillared strength," 

looking doubly massive in the shadowy gloom of twilight 
which was already beginning to gather rapidly within the 
sacred building. Lights were glimmering faintly in the 
dusky distance of the choir ; but carried on by the crowd, 
who had swarmed in behind us, we soon passed the screen 
and found good places where we usually sat, in the stalls. 
And very lucky we were to have secured them, for being 
such a high Festival the service was expected to be ultra- 
splendid, and an overflowing congregation came pouring in. 
Amongst them came Jack, walking as usual with his hat 
held over his mouth, and his sad eyes fixed steadily before 
him ; but somehow it seemed unnatural to see him there. 
I had never had that pleasure before, often as we attended 
the Cathedral services. He was accompanied by a brother- 
officer, a perfect specimen of the fop class, who looked into 
the crown of his hat for one second, and then lifted his 
eye-glass with the greatest nonchalance to have a good stare 
at everybody before subsiding into his seat, — ^very different 
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from Beau who, I must confess, wag endowed with one gift 
which even I admired, a quiet gentlemanly manner. 

He never stared at people. Gk)da, with her usual dis- 
cernment, used to say it was to give people a chance of 
looking at html but whatever the motive, the result was 
highly improving, and, just as I should have been fascinated 
by a beautiful picture, I found myself compelled to watch 
him as he glanced gravely round until his eyes rested with 
a smile of recognition on Carrie, and a still more powerful 
attraction broke the spell of my gaze. The distant roll of 
the organ, swelling louder and fuller as the white-robed 
train of choristers and clergy entered and took their places, 
and then d3dng softly away, almost giving the key-note to 
the mellow intoning voice of the Precentor as he began 
those sublime words, 

" To the Lord our God belong mercies and forgivenesses, 
though we have rebelled against Him." 

Any one who has been at a first-rate choral service can 
imagine what followed. The chanted Confession, so inex- 
pressibly beautiful, with its solemn unisons and thrilling 
harmony; the joyous Christmas Psalms, the intoned prayers 
and chanted responses ; and lastly the rising of the multi- 
tude for the great event of the service, the anthem. 

It had so happened that just as the words, ^^ Lighten our 
darkness" were uttered, the gas was suddenly turned up, so 
that now we were in a blaze of light, and during the long 
organ prelude it was curious to watch the stillness of wrapt 
attention in all that sea of human faces. None seemed 

£ 
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indifTerent, — except indeed Mr. Wynch, who seemed to 
think the pause was meant expressly to give people time 
to look about them, and made use of it accordingly, even 
during the anthem itself, which was so magnificent it was 
a marvel to me how any being with a soul could help being 
entranced by it. 

It was Handel's "For unto us a Child is bom," and 
never before or since do I remember hearing anything to 
equal it in powerful sublimity, connecting it of course with 
the Day and season. The whole wealth of the choir, vocal 
and instrumental, seemed poured out in one jubilant out- 
burst, a fit accompaniment to the glorious Christmas tidings 
they announced ; and at each recurrence of the exulting 
shout, " Wonderful ! Counsellor !** with the thundering crash 
of the organ which seemed to echo in rolling volumes of 
sound from each "high arch and fretted bend," I felt a 
throb of ecstasy that almost amounted to pain, it was so 
intense ; and when at last we knelt again, it was almost as 
in a dream I heard the soothing sound of the prayers and 
the sweet " Amens." 

A short sermon from the Dean concluded the glorious 
service which seemed much too short, for I always felt in 
the Cathedral as if I could stay and listen for ever. But 
the crowd was streaming out again, and as we passed 
through the screen a hand was laid on my arm, and Goda 
whispered, 

" Look back, Aunt Gertie, the lights are being put out, — 
isn't it grand !" 
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It certainly was, grand and beautiful in the extreme ; the 
few remaining lights shining like stars in the surrounding 
dimness, and bringing out the nearer arches and carvings 
in strong relief against the black emptiness beyond. . But 
the vergers seemed in such a hurry to lock the doors that 
we were obliged to hasten out, instead of lingering as we 
longed to do amongst its much-loved architectural beauties. 

Outside we found the two young men waiting to join 
our party, for Jack was coming to dine at Holm Lodge, 
and had ordered his dog-cart to be in readiness at the 
Mitre to take some of us back. The Colonel immediately 
drew my hand into his arm, and hurried on, impatient, as 
gentlemen usually are, to get home to his cosy fireside 
dinner, and Goda kept glose to my side ; but Carrie had 
been monopolized by the young men, who brought up the 
rear on each side of her, bantering as usual. They were 
trying to persuade her to follow my example and take an 
arm, but she declined, saying that she could not accept 
both, and therefore would accept neither. 

" That doesn't at all follow," I heard Beau say, " you are 
under my charge, so you ought to let me feel that I am 
doing my duty properly." 

" Don't make yourself uneasy," replied Carrie, " I assure 
you I feel quite safe, — I only want some one behind to 
make my fortifications complete." 

" Do you hear that, Wynch ?" said Beau, " you are to 
walk behind to defend us from assaults in the rear." 

" More likely position for you," returned his friend readily, 
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** it comes natural to say 'Walk behind, John,' doesn't it, 
Miss Gascoyne?" 

At the entrance to the hotel we said good^iight to Mr. 
Wynch, who was going to eat his Christmas dinner at die 
mess-table, and then proceeded to airange ourselves in the 
two carriages which were waiting for us. Beau seemed to 
take it for granted that Carrie was to go with him, but I 
was glad to see that she had already taken her place in the 
pony-carriage, and would not give it up in spite of his en- 
treaties. 

" It was not worth the trouble," she said. 

He was very much vexed, but was obliged to be satisfied 
with Gertrude and Goda, who told me afterwards that he 
was as tross as an old bear, and scarcely spoke a word the 
whole way. 

Once in the house however he soon regained his good 
humour, and hung about his pretty cousin with even more 
than his usual devotion, — I suppose to regain the influence 
which perhaps he feared was slipping away from him. 

" You were very unkind to me, Lina," I overheard him 
say, as he bent over her chair with a look that was most 
fascinating in its sadness. She only answered by a laugh- 
ing denial, but the flush of pleasure came back to her cheek 
and the light of joy to her eyes. 

" How will all this end ?" I wondered silently, and my 
heavy heart gave an answer that boded no good. 




CHAPTER V. 

" All are scaRered now and fled, 
Some are married, some aie dead ; 
And when I astc, with throbs of pain, 
* Ah ! when shall they all meet again ?* 
As in the days long since gone by. 
The ancient timepiece makes reply, — 
'Forever— never! 
Never — for ever 1' " 

Longfellow. 

" M ^^' Aunt Gertie, I have really made up my mind at 
last. I am quite ashamed to have tried your pa^ 
tience so long," 

The speaker was Came Gascoyne, the scene an immense 
show-Toom at Marshall's, the most fashionable shop at Chad- 
ceater, where an unlimited array of ball-dresses and wreaths 
were being exhibited, in preparation for the coming gay 
season which was to begin the next week with the Beau- 
manoir ball. For the last three-quarters of an hour I had 
been sittii^ there, giving her the benefit of my opinion, and 
between-whiles looking out of the great plate-glass windows 
at the busy signs of life in the High Street below, and the 
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many carriages containing ladies who, like ourselves, had 
braved the dulness and cold for the sake of that all-impor- 
tant business — shopping. 

Carrie, meanwhile, was intently absorbed in the inspection 
of a new box of flowers fresh from Paris, which were all 
so pretty that I did not wonder at the indecision, though I 
was none the less glad when she did at last make up her 
mind ; and with one last admiring look at those she was 
leaving, laid apart some sprays of glistening white camellias, 
to be packed up and sent down to the carriage. 

Now we had done, and leaving the tempting array behind 
us, we passed down the broad carpeted staircase, intending 
to leave the shop : but we were intercepted by a yoimg lady 
acquaintance, the Dean's daughter, who under the escort 
of her sister's governess, was also busily engaged in making 
purchases. 

" Carrie, you wretch !*' was her first polite greeting, " I 
know what you have been at — forestalling me with those 
new wreaths that I had set my heart upon seeing first, and 
most likely taken the very one I should have chosen, for 
the same things generally suit us both. What a horrid 
shame !" 

"You should have come sooner," replied Carrie, "you 
live near enough, but you see you don't take proper advan- 
tage of your opportunities." 

" Well, if I had thought you would be so expeditious I 
should have come the first thing in the morning, but it was 
such a wretched day I made sure I was safe from all danger 
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of being forestalled by any Fontnellites. Miss Gascoyne, 
you don't take proper care of your niece's health, to let her 
come out so far in such bitterly cold weather !" 

I laughed, but without leaving time for an answer, Maggie 
Wilbraham went on. 

'^ I do think it so good of Mr. Bradwardine to give this 
ball : if he only knew what pleasure it gives to everybody, 
he would give one every year. How deep are you engaged, 
Carrie ? is your card nearly full ?" 

" Nearly, — ^not quite," and a slightly conscious smile 
played round my niece's pretty mouth, " how does yours 
get on? satisfactorily?" 

'* Oh, yes, all the round dances are engaged, and there is 
plenty of time yet for the others. Look, Carrie, quick ! 
there goes a friend of yours. I wonder he did not come 
in," as Beau Bradwardine, with another officer, strode quickly 
past the window. 

I wondered too, for the pony carriage at the door would 
show him who was inside ; but perhaps he might not notice 
it amongst the line of more imposing looking vehicles. We 
waited a few moments to give him time to get fairly past, 
and then bidding adieu to our lively young friend went out, 
when we found to my pleasant surprise, but no doubt to 
Carrie's disappointment, that all signs of him had vanished, 
his huge figure not even being visible looming in the dis- 
tance. 

The sudden disappearance was soon explained, however, 
for as we drove down the street, we passed his companion 



S6 FONTNELL S, CHAD, 

lounging at the door of the tobacconist's shop, and inside I 
caught a glimpse of the handsome ne'er-do-weel himself, 
leaning over the counter, no doubt amusing himself in his 
favourite way with the pretty young waiting-woman. But I 
made no remark, and neither did Carrie, though I felt sure 
she had seen him ; her partial eye was too watchful ever to 
miss that pleasure. My only wish now was to get home as 
soon as possible, for, as may be imagined, after being out 
two hours I was perfectly frozen ; so we hastily despatched 
our business at the dressmaker's, and then started home- 
wards at full speed in the hope of escaping the snow-storm 
which hung threateningly over us. 

We only just managed to do so, and after the snow came 
such a bitter frost. It made us shiver in our beds all night 
in spite of all the warm coverings, and morning found the 
window-panes so thickly encrusted with frosty leaves and 
landscapes, that even I could not be nervous about the 
safety of the ice. I could even be comfortable to let little 
Agnes go with the others when they all set off directly after 
breakfast with their father, skates in hand, for the Beau- 
manoir ponds. I was coward enough to enjoy most staying 
at home, though it was not to a quiet idle morning by the 
fire as I had hoped, for one thing after another kept turning 
up to be done, which kept me constantly on the move : and 
I had to see that extra preparations were made for dinner, 
for I felt sure that Jack would be coming over with some of 
his friends, and we should have to ask them all in to 
lunch. 
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I was not mistaken, for about noon his dog-cart stopped 
at the gate, and he appeared for a moment to see who was 
at home, but finding only me set off again in a great hurry 
to follow the others to Beaumanoir. Now I had leisure to 
read, but of course when the opportunity came the inclina- 
tion fled. I felt too restless to attend to my book now that 
I knew that dangerous Beau with his fascinating looks to 
be near my Carrie, and I wished that I had been there to 
watch over her. Not that that would have been any use, 
of course, for I could not have prevented him saying and 
doing what he pleased, and should only have worried myself 
in vain : which I fear I am rather in the habit of doing, 
although I try to remember that fretting does no good, and 
that all our weak human plans to mar or make are of no 
avail at all, against the all-wise and all-guiding Hand. 

I made myself read to get rid of anxious thoughts, and 
when the skating-party came in to lunch, comforted myself 
with observing Carrie's coquettish ways with the other two 
young officers, which made me hope that her interest in 
Jack was not so exclusive as I had feared. She was a vain 
child, too fond of receiving attentions from gentlemen, 
which she was conscious enough of her own beauty to take 
as a matter of course from most : but good looks on the 
other side were in their turn equally, attractive to her, and 
I devoutly wished that some one handsomer than Beau, 
who would be at the same time more worthy and more 
sincere, would come to drive him out of her head. Though 
that I knew was a very forlorn hope, for it was most unlikely^ 
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that another star of equal magnitude would rise within the 
narrow limits of one country horizon. 

After dinner I went back with them to the ponds, as the 
•Colonel had had enough of doing nothing, he said, for one 
day : and a chaperone was indispensable. I did not much 
relish the idea of standing about all the afternoon on the 
ice, but found it not so bad as I had expected There 
were two ponds at Beaumanoir, and they had chosen the 
smallest and most sheltered of them, which really looked 
like one of Nature's winter drawing-rooms, with an ice floor, 
and green walls and couches all round ; for a grass bank 
hemmed it in on every side, backed by trees with an under- 
^owth of laurels. It would have been just the place for a 
torchlight skating ball, and the girls sketched out a brilliant 
description of what it would be under a soft blaze of co- 
loured lanterns, with a gay crowd of people in bright cos- 
tumes skimming gracefully through the mazes of the dance, 
to the strains of a military band which would sound perfect 
in the frosty night air ! But our company had yet to learn to 
keep their balance on skates, unassisted, and were therefore 
far from being ready to take part in such an entertamment 

We mustered quite strong on the ice that day, I re- 
member. All the society of Fontnell S. Chad was there, 
—at least all the young members of it. Half-a-dozen of 
the Rector's sons and daughters ; young Frank Stedman 
of Lawnswood, Miss Leslie Adams, and Mr. Troyte, the 
curate, with his two children, besides our own party of 
ten ; and it was quite an affair getting all the ladies' skates 
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on. No difficulty about Carrie's, for all the young men 
were anxious to help her, and Goda was as independent 
as any boy. But Miss Adams was full of entreaties for 
'^ some good Samaritan to come and tighten her straps ;" 
and poor Gussie Morant would have got on badly in spite 
of all her brothers being there, if I had not gone to her 
assistance. 

Once fairly started, it was amusing to watch their dif- 
ferent styles of progression. Carrie sailing along slowly and 
cautiously between her two cavaliers with whom she kept up 
a flow of easy banter — ^not very witty or original, but her 
pretty mouth made up for that, and it was quite clever 
enough for her audience ! Leslie Adams, who had suc- 
ceeded in monopolizing Mr. W)aich's attentions, dashed 
about with great confidence but very little skill, constantly 
making fresh starts with both her feet close together as in 
sliding, and as constantly brought up short for want of a 
foot to change to : whilst Augusta Morant, on the contrary, 
propelled herself along clumsily with the help of a chair — 
" like a great grampus" — as our rude Alec described it, and 
it certainly presented anything but a graceful appearance 
from behind. 

Goda was the only one who could really skate at all, and it 
was a pleasure to watch her lithe figure skimming from side 
to side as she perseveringly practised doing the outside 
edge, in spite of a few falls and many failures. Occasionally 
she would vary the amusement by giving us uninitiated ones 
a ride in a chair, and a very delightful feeling it was as long 
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as you had a careful steerer: but I dreaded the comers 
when Alec was pushing me, and as to Jack, he seemed to 
think the chief fun in it was tr3ring to '' spill" people as he 
called it. I did not trust myself to him, but he hurt little 
Agnes very much by upsetting her, and only guffawed all 
the louder when I remonstrated with him on his roughness. 
Well ! who would think it was ten years since all this hap- 
pened Thinking about it has brought everything back so 
distinctly to my mind — the faces, the voices, the feelings of 
that time. I can see the dull gray sky and bare trees look- 
ing so dreary as the winter dusk came on, and can almost 
feel the bitter cold that made me impatient at every delay : 
and yet the date in my journal tells me it was ten years ago. 
Not a long time in my experience, but half a lifetime to 
most of the young people who met together on that day, 
and are now scattered far and wide. The boys grown up 
into men and earning their livings in all parts of the world : 
the girls become familiar with the cares and sorrows, as 
well as joys of womanhood : and one or two gone for ever, 
leaving blanks in the home-circles which then were happy 
and complete. Ah, the gift of memory is precious, and yet 
it is unutterably sad to look back upon days, and scenes, 
and hopes that were, long years ago*. 



CHAPTER VI. 

** Light and glad through the rooms the gay music is waking, 
Wher^ the young and the lovely are gathered to-night. 
And the soft cloudless lamps with their lustre are making 
The midnight hour only than morning less bright." 

L. £. L. 

' I "HAT Beaumanoir ball gave me an infinity of trouble, 
both in body and mind. It was the first time I had 
ever had the management of anything on such a grand 
scale, and the anxiety lest some of the necessary arrange- 
ments should be forgotten, kept me in a constant state of 
fidgets. Then I had to write to ask Jack's cousin, Marjory 
Bradwardine, to come and stay with us for it, which was 
quite against my inclination : for though she was a kind- 
hearted and good-natured person enough in private life, I 
disliked her style extremely in public — loud, harsh-voiced, 
fast, and unblushing : and yet in spite of all this and a 
marked want of beauty, she was generally able in some 
wonderfully unaccountable way to gain an influence over 
gentlemen and to command their attention, even in the 
presence of far younger and prettier girls. It was cleverness. 
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I suppose, that did it, and a certain continental ease tbat 
broke down all barriers of stifl&iess and made people feel at 
home with her even after a first introduction. But there 
can be such a thing as too much ease where gentlemen are 
concerned, and I dreaded her example for my nieces, espe- 
cially for Carrie, who was the most likely to fall into that 
manner, and who liked her better than Goda did. 

Jack was bent upon having her at the balL " She can 
stay at Beaumanoir if you won't have her," he said with a 
gruff laugh, seeing that I doubted ; and of course I could 
not be so inhospitable and had to make ready for her re- 
ception. 

Then Carrie's ball-dress came home, fitting badly, and we 
had to make time for a hasty drive into Chadcester to let 
the dressmaker sec it on and alter it : and when the even- 
ing of the eighth arrived without its return, she began to be 
in despair lest it should be too late for her to wear after all, 
which would have been a disappointment enough to spoil 
the pleasure of her first ball completely. But she was saved 
that annoyance, and set off for the moonlight walk to the 
Manor house after tea in high spirits, when she knew that 
the precious box was on its way there before her. 

We had had several bedrooms got ready there for us, to 
save the going and coming in evening dress, but Alec and 
Goda went too, to help in the robing and see all the final 
preparations. The girls had been busy all day, with Leslie 
Adams' help, decorating the hall and dancing-rooms with 
garlands of evergreens and paper roses, tastefiiUy festooned 
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on the walls and chandeliers : but there were not lights 
enough yet to see the boweiy effect, and leaving the man- 
kind to amuse themselves as best they could until it was 
time for them to dress, we proceeded up stairs at once, to 
begin our more elaborate toilettes. 

My niece and I shared one room, and it looked so luxu- 
rious with a great fire lighting up the handsome fiimiture 
and hangings, and glimmering on the massive mouldings 
round the ceiling, that at first Carrie could do nothing but 
walk about and admire. 

*•*• Only fancy !" she exclaimed ; '' this is the first time any 
ladies will have slept in this house within the memoiy of 
man ! what a shame for such a charming old place to have 
been wasted on an old bachelor like Mr. Bradwardine. 
But he had good taste, I must say, and seemed to have as- 
much pleasure in doing up the house as if he had been going 
to bring home a bride to it I believe it did instead of a 
wife for him." 

I wondered whether any dream of one day being its mis- 
tress came into her mind, for after dilating for some time 
upon its peculiar fitness for a blending of home comfort and 
social gaiety, she rather suddenly changed the subject and 
appeared intent upon the arrangement of her hair ; — ^which^ 
I beg leave to say, was all her own, although I did hear 
a spitefiil young lady in the course of the evening remark 
to her partner — quite unconscious of my passing close 
behind her at the moment — ^that "she was sure Carrie 
Gascoyne's plaits were false.'' I would have corrected 
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her, only they whirled oflF again too rapidly to give me the 

chance. 

Goda proved a most useful lady's-maid She was veiy 
proud of her sister, which made it a pleasure hdinng to 
deck her out ; but she was for too sensible to express her 
admiration openly, and even when looking her over to judge 
of the " tout ensemble" which certainly made a pretty pic- 
ture, contented herself with a laconic, " Yes, you'll do !" in 
a business-like tone which rather disappointed Came, I 
thought. However, she got enough admiration afterwards 
to make up for it, especially when we first went down 
to show ourselves to Alec, all three in our magnificent 
attire. 

Beau was there, looking worthy of his name in the rich 
blue and gold uniform, which made him look a splendid 
fellow : and to receive flattering looks and speeches firom 
such a, Beau, was enough, even I — ^unromantic old maid as 
I am — thought, to make a girl's heart flutter into her throat. 
Carrie looked radiant, in a cloud of silvery white, only re- 
lieved by the glossy dark leaves of the camellias which nestled 
in the folds of her dress and in her " bonny brown hair." 
She could not stand much colour at night on account of 
the flush that heat and excitement generally brought into 
her cheeks : but as yet she was quite cool and fresh as a 
rose, and I believe it was the sight of her that night that 
inspired Goda with a parody on that womout old song, 

" Beautiful star of the ball to-night. 
In flowers and gay apparel dight. 
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Like a snowy cloud that floats a£u-, 
Star of the eveniiig, beautiful star !" 

Marjory Bradwardine was a great contrast to her, although 
she too looked her best. Nearly double her age to begin 
with, of course even the charm of freshness was gone from 
her rather masculine features and large, glassy eyes : but her 
bust was well-formed, and her dress perfect Apricot 
coloured silk with a long train trimmed with Limerick lace, 
pom^ranate blossoms in her hair, and jewels sparkling on 
her neck and arms. My plain grey moire antique would 
have looked quite dowdy beside her if it had not been set 
off by a scarlet embroidered Indian shawl, which had once 
belonged to my sister-in-law, and which I promised the girls 
should some day revert to them. 

Everything was ready now, the band arrived, the ball- 
rooms brilliant with light; and Goda and Alec had only 
just time to peep into them before the first clang at the 
hall bell announcing an arrival made them fly out of a side 
door on to the dark landing upstairs, from which post of 
observation they were able to watch all the visitors pass 
below on their way from the hall to the libraiy. Nor was 
this all their share in the gaiety, as we afterwards learnt, 
for when the band began its inspiriting strains they thought 
they might as well dance, and kept it up with great spirit 
on the landing and in the broad passages until they became 
hungry, when Alec made an expedition down the back 
stairs and got one of the servants to bring them each a 
plateful of good things from the supper, which they ate 
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with great relish by my bed-room fire; and then suddenly 
awaking to the duty of not keeping the servants at Holm 
Lodge up waiting for them any longer, they ran off home 
in high glee at their performances, having enjoyed them- 
selves a great deal more, I am sure, than half the people 
downstairs. 

I, meanwhile, quite unconscious of the fun going on over- 
head, was doing my best to fulfil my duties as hostess, by 
talking to the elder portion of the guests, sCnd providing 
partners for the younger ones, whilst all the time my mind 
and eyes were continually following one figure in the crowd. 
Carrie, it was evident, was enjoying herself thoroughly 
during the first part of the evening, but as soon as Major 
and Mrs. Lindsay came in. Beau's attentions to her became 
less conspicuous, and though she had no lack of partners 
without him, of course the desertion was not pleasant, and 
made her veiy indignant I could see. Perhaps no one else 
would have seen it, but my loving eyes were watchful, and 
noted in the pauses of her gay talk and laughter the vexed 
weary look that I had begun to know so well, and the wan- 
dering glances, so quickly recalled, to wherever he was, 
always near her rival in interest, the wilful little bride of the 
regiment. 

Marjory did her part towards helping her cousin in his 
folly with tolerable success. She kept the Major at her 
side a great deal by addressing much of her conversation 
to him, and no one knew better than she did how to adapt 
herself to her audience and make herself listened to. In 
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fact her voice was so loud that every one near was obliged 
to listen, and she certainly had an amount of sang froid 
that was astonishing. I was amused at one passage I over- 
heard between her and a very young man who had followed 
the stream of fashion and come into the circle of her satel- 
lites. They were talking of Leamington and the people 
there, which led her to ask him if he knew Mrs. Coxe of 
the " Cedars," her sister, as I knew, but he was evidently 
not aware of the fact. 

"Oh, ah, yes," he replied, "a remarkably handsome 
person, and famed for the good dinners she gives. They 
say her minage altogether is A i, and that that was her 
chief object in marrying old Coxe. He certainly doesn't 
look as if there could be any other attraction to such a 
superb woman." 

" She is my sister," said Marjory, turning her round eyes 
full upon him. 

"Your sister? by Jove ! I beg your pardon," he stam- 
mered out in great confusion, " I had no idea — I mean I 
should not have thought it possible, you are so unlike her, 
— ^at least I mean, — " and evidently feeling conscious of 
having said something uncomplimentary, he plunged into 
reckless gallantry, — "yours is quite a different style of 
beauty !" 

Well done, thought I, admiring the readiness with which 
he had got himself out of a dilemma, but Marjory was not 
one to be easily taken in or taken aback, and she burst into 
a loud fit of laughter that disconcerted him more than ever. 



68 FONTNELL S. CHAD. 

" Don't trouble yourself to make pretty speeches,** die 
said good-naturedly, ''I know the truth, and don't mind 
hearing it occasionally for a change. It is quite refineshing, 
isn't it. Miss Gascoyne?" 

She had turned the tables against him now, and I was 
not surprised to see that he kept clear of her for the rest of 
the evening. 

But that was not the only little scene I witnessed. I was 
coming down the stairs about an hour later when a couple 
walked slowly past the foot of them, — ^Mrs. Lindsay, with 
her hand resting on her hosf s arm, Beau Bradwaidine, 
with his head bent down towards her, talking in a low 
voice, — little nothings I had not the least doubt, — but 
what made me pause at the last bend and wait before going 
any further, was the appearance of a third figure meeting 
them, — Major Lindsay, looking darkly angry, and speaking 
in a low stern voice. 

" Mr. Bradwardine, may I ask to share the secret you 
are telling my wife ?" 

Jack stood a moment silent, but soon recovering himself 
answered coolly, "There is no secret. Major, 'pon my 
honour. Mrs. Lindsay is quite at liberty to repeat to you 
every word I have said to her. I was bringing her to you, 
I will leave her in your charge," and turning upon his heel 
he went back to the supper table. 

" How dare you insult me in such a way, George !" broke 
out the young wife in a passion, "as if I were not to be 
trusted to speak to gentlemen without your wanting to 
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hear every word. If you get so ridiculously jealous, and 
make such a fuss, you will make me the talk of the regi- 
ment !" 

"You have made yourself that already," he answered 
grimly, " don't you think it is about time we went home ?" 

" No, indeed !" with a toss up of the little wilful head ; 
'' I am engaged for several more dances, and I shall stay 
for them, — I am not going to be sent home in the middle 
of the fun as if I were a naughty child !" 

" No one wishes to treat you like a naughty child, but it 
is a pity you don't behave more like a rational woman," 
retorted the irate husband. And then some one else came 
by, and they were obliged to look as if nothing had hap- 
pened ; though I noticed that she hardly deigned to touch 
his sleeve with the tips of her fingers when he offered his 
arm to lead her back to the room. And three months 
before these two had been a loving, trusting couple ! The 
love was still there I felt sure, but marred already by out- 
ward strife and dissensions, which only served as amuse- 
ment to the person who caused it, "just to kill time," as 
he would have said. 

I wondered at Major Lindsay having come to Beau 
Bradwardine's ball at all, knowing, as he must have done 
by experience, how it would be, — until we heard from 
Maggie Wilbraham afterwards that Mrs. Lindsay was so 
madly fond of dancing, nothing would have induced her 
to miss it, and of course he would not let her come alone. 

When next I found myself in the ball-room there was 
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Jack at his old game, hanging over Carrie ; but I was glad 
to see that she had spirit enough to pay him back in his 
own coin. Her card was full, she said, all but one waltz, 
which she could not give him because it was half promised 
to some one else. And so it came to pass that they danced 
together no more that night, and I knew when the ball was 
over that, so far as her enjoyment was concerned, it had 
been a sad failure. She went up to bed looking fagged 
and worried, too tired to talk, and woke up late with a bad 
headache and a weary disinclination to rise, which I knew 
meant the bitter reaction that always comes with a sting 
after any excitement or keen pleasure, especially when it 
has been so transitory, and left nothing but disappointment 
behind. 

I went down to give the others their breakfast and to 
send hers up ; and by dinner-time we were all glad to be 
back in our own cosy home, though Beau had tried hard 
to persuade us to stay another day at Beaumanoir whilst 
the rooms were all ready, and have a second edition of 
dancing that evening in private. It never occurred to him 
till Goda asked, " Where was the music ?" and that being 
indispensable, the matter was soon settled in the way we 
wished. 

A week after came the grand ball given by the officers 
in the Chadcester Assembly Rooms, which my niece en- 
joyed more. I suppose because she expected less, and 
went prepared to be satisfied with the attentions of all her 
other admirers ; partly also, perhaps, because her faithless 
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Beau was afraid to go on as before with Mrs. Lindsay lest 
he should get into serious trouble with her "green-eyed 
monster/' as he called the Major, and could not find any 
other lady interesting enough to be honoured by his marked 
devotion. 

A few days later Carrie left home to pay a round of 
visits; and then, though I was sorry enough to lose the 
company of the dear child, my mind was at ease, — ^hopeful 
that change of scene and company would drive away un- 
pleasant memories, and send her back refreshed and happy 
once more to our home circle, which had rapidly dimin- 
ished now, for the boys had gone back to their work at the 
Chadcester College School, and only came home occasion- 
ally to spend a Sunday. Our village fell back into the even 
tenour of its way, ^d soon became as sleepy again as if no 
wave of gaiety had ever stirred it into excitement, or filled 
it with an all-absorbing topic of conversation. Leslie Adams 
was the one who most regretted the change, I think, for 
she often favoured us with her company for nearly a whole 
afternoon, bemoaning the vanished delights and the present 
stagnation of life at Fontnell S. Chad. 




CHAPTER VII. 

" Let me not languish then, and spend 
A life as useless to Thy praise 
As is the dust, to which that life doth tend 
But with deldes. 

" All things are busie ; only I 

Neither bring honey with the bees. 
Nor flowers to make that, nor the husbandrie 
To water (hese. 

" I am no link of Thy great chain. 
But all my companie is a weed. 
Lord, place me in Thy consort ; give one strain 
To my poore reed. 

George Herbert. 

TT was just at that time that I stood godmother to 
our Curate's youngest child, — a dear little shady-eyed 
baby-girl, — who had been bora on Christmas Day, and who 
was christened in honour of that event and after me, Ger- 
trade Noel, — a very pretty name I thought it This new 
tie strengthened our friendship with the Troytes conside- 
rably, and was the beginning of a long and pleasant inti- 
macy which has lasted up till now, and has not been without 
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its good results, on both sides I think I may say. In it my 
active-minded niece, Goda, first found the opportunity she 
had longed for, to be of some use in the world : but I must 
begin at the beginning, and tell how it came about. 

Of course we often went up to see my little goddaughter, 
and her mother ; who from being an active worker in the 
parish and a great walker, was reduced this winter to being 
kept in the house as an invalid, on account of the very 
weak state in which her last illness had left her. The 
doctor looked grave, and her husband anxious, but she was 
always cheerful, never complaining even when — ^as I after- 
wards knew — her head and back ached so that she could 
hardly keep up, and when she was almost overwhelmed by 
the amount of work to be done. For they only kept a 
young niu^emaid beside the general servant, and the eldest 
of the three children, Isobel, was only seven years old, too 
young to be of any real use. 

She was a pretty little girl, prettier then than now at 
seventeen, though she still has a nice dear face of her own ; 
but then, the light hair hanging loose set off her childish 
features and the dark grey eyes with their long thick lashes, 
which are now her only claim to beauty. Douglas, on the 
contrary, has improved since that time, for he was not a 
pretty child, although he had the same sort of eyes which 
they all inherited fi'om their mother. He was too fat and 
solemn looking before strangers to be interesting, but he 
improved wonderfully on acquaintance, and I soon got to 
admire his sturdy little figure which still looked so charm- 
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isgly childlike, with its crown of brown hair waving down 
to his shoulders behind and cut short across his forehead, in 
the style of Sir Joshua Reynolds' children. 

It was pretty to see the little sister and brother at Church 
— often alone on weekdays, for their father used to bring 
them down and leave them in their seat, which was exactly 
in front of ours, and it was wonderful how well they be- 
haved. Dunnie often amused me, but it was quite unin- 
tentionally on his part, dear little man. To hear his baby 
voice loudly repeating the Lord's Prayer quite unconscious 
of being prominently behind all the rest of the congregation, 
almost provoked a smile : or to see him busily engaged in 
counting the buttons up and down his jacket in an audible 
whisper. But worse still was when he settled himself in a 
comer of the seat for the Lessons, with a hymn-book upside 
down before him which he would pretend to be devoutly 
reading for a time : and then would amuse himself silently 
by trying to pucker up his chubby face into a frown like the 
Rector's, or by rubbing up his hair on end, in imitation of 
the mop-headed old clerk : or by pouting out his mouth in 
preparation for a whistle which I always dreaded would 
come out, although it never did. 

He always would turn round too for the prayers, to kneel 
against the seat, and generally gazed intently at one of us 
imtil we looked at him, when he would hastily bury his 
head, or as the shyness wore off, break into a dimpled smile 
that was irresistible. They became great friends with us 
that spring, and would hail our entrance into Church with 
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bright looks of recognition, and an edging away from each 
other to tempt Goda to go and sit between them : which 
she liked doing, for they were the first children with whom 
she had felt herself quite like a grown-up protector, and 
their loving ways quite won her heart. 

Do not infer from this that we had daily prayers at Font- 
nell. Mr. Troyte would have liked it, and would, I believe, 
have willingly undertaken to say them always himself, rather 
than that the Church's Rubric should be disobeyed in a 
place where there was sure to be always a congregation of 
at least " two or three gathered together." But our Rector 
thought it was unnecessary, and he was a man who would 
not brook the least interference, or even allow a suggestion 
to be made. At all events, he never acted upon one. 
Nothing was right, in his opinion, but what he originated 
himself. 

However, he did grant us prayers twice a week during 
Lent; and when we were so far on oiu: way it seemed 
nothing to go on a few steps further up the hilly lane at the 
top of which the Curate lived, in a square white cottage 
with a grass-plat and fir-trees in front,. which looked, from 
the distance of the Chadcester road, exactly like a card- 
house. So we often walked back with the children, and if 
Mrs. Troyte saw us at the gate she was sure to knock at the 
wmdow for us to go in to the tiny dining-room where she 
sat in a morning, with the baby on her knees, and always 
plenty of work on the table. 

One day there was such an accumulation, and she looked 
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so white and heavy-eyed, that I ventured to ask if she did 
not let the nursemaid relieve her by doing some of the 
sewing, or if it could not wait until she was more fit to do it 

" There is so much to be done every day," she answered, 
" rents that little people will make in their clothes, and if 
we did not keep pace in mending, there would be nothii^ 
left for them to put on. Ellen is a willing girl, and wishes 
to be helpful, but she is not workwoman enough to do 
things without my setting them, even if she had much time 
for sewing, which she has not. You see she is partly house- 
maid as well, her mornings are fully occupied, and now it 
is time for her to take the children for a walk. Issie, run 
and see if she is ready to go with you." 

" Oh, let me take them for a walk," exclaimed Goda, 
springing up, '' I should like it so much, and I am quite big 
enough to take care of them. May I, Mrs. Troyte?" 

" I am sure they will be delighted," replied the mother, 
smiling at her children's eager faces, " but they must pro- 
mise to be very good and do exactly what you tell them. 
Thank you, Goda, it is kind of you to be troubled with the 
little monkeys." 

" The trouble is a pleasure 1" returned my niece gaily as 
she opened the door, " we will go on up the lane and come 
back here to call for you. Aunt Gertie, shall we ?" 

" Yes, dear, if I may stay here till then, if I shall not be 
in the way," I answered, with a mental eye upon the torn 
pinafores. 

" You will be very much in the way, of course !" replied 
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Mrs. Troyte, pla)rfully, " but as I can't be so rude as to tell 
you so, I shall ask you to take off your bonnet and shawl 
and make yourself at home. I would come and take them 
off myself, only I am afraid of waking baby if I moved. 
And you won't mind my going on with my work whilst we 
talk, will you ?" 

" Yes, I shall mind, because I want your thimble, and I 
wish to see you idle for once and resting your poor back. 
I am sure it is paining you, and I consider myself quite as 
capable of putting in patches as you are !" I said, taking the 
work away and rolling up some flannel to act as a cushion 
behind her back. 

She protested, but faintly, for I could see she was only too 
thankful for the enforced rest ; and seeing her try to shade 
her eyes from the glare, I drew down the blind halfway, be- 
fore settling to my work. 

" Thank you, dear Miss Gascoyne, how kind you are," 
she said, gratefully, "it feels like having one of my own 
home people here to be so spoilt. My sister Fanny longs 
to come and take care of the house and children until I am 
all right again, but she cannot leave my father alone for 
many weeks together, and it is too expensive to come such 
a long journey only for a short visit. Oh, what a blessing 
it would be to be rich !" she ended with a half sigh. 

" Yes, my dear," I answered, feeling more drawn to her 
than I had ever done before, for I had never seemed to 
know her so well as at that moment, " it must be very hard 
for you, feeling so ill and having your nearest relations so 
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far away. But if you will let me take their place as well as 
I can, it will be a real pleasure to me to help you. I have 
so much spare time on my hands, I could easily do a great 
deal of this work that so sadly over-taxes your strength, and 
I should quite enjoy doing it You must let me take some 
home." 

'' Oh, indeed, no ! I couldn't think of such a thing," ex- 
<:laimed Mrs. Troyte horrified, ^' I really am able to do it 
There is nothing really the matter with me, you see, and I 
feel quite a hypocrite for staying away from Church, and 
being pitied as an invalid when, after all, I believe my only 
complaint is laziness T' 

'^ The doctor would soon find it out if that was all," I re- 
plied, and only laughing at her playful rejoinder, '' It would 
not be to his interest to say so !" I asked if she were able 
to enjoy her food. 

" I enjoy my tea," she answered, " more than anything 
«lse. I often wish eveiy meal was tea, but I suppose it 
would not be good for me as they say it weakens the nerves. 
I should soon become as nervous and subject to fits of ' the 
queers' as poor old Becky Bamett." 

'' But do you mean to say, dear, that you are not able to 
enjoy any solid food, or wine? I suppose you take wine?" 

"Yes; I have to when I feel very feint or sinking, it 
dseems the only thing that goes to the right place. But I 
don't like being so self-indulgent, only Douglas makes me.'* 

" Of course he does. He wants to make you strong again 
as soon as possible, and you must not trouble yourself by 
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thinking it self-indulgent to take anything with that object, 
for it is quite as much for the good of others as yourself, 
you know. You take it as medicine." 

" If it did good, like medicine, I should not care," she 
answered, '' but I don't think it causes any real increase of 
strength. It only stimulates one's powers just enough to 
keep up for a time, and instead of making one stronger and 
more able to do without it, I find the want of it grows upon 
me more every day. That is why I feel so selfish, as if I 
were drinking money ^ that ought to be spent on the others' 
wants as well as mine." 

The confidence was given so simply and so sadly, I 
scarcely knew what to answer, but spoke a few hopeful words : 
and fancying it was tears that made her dose her eyes, I 
tried to think of something to say that, without being too 
abrupt, would change the subject. 

"Your children look very bonny," I remarked after a 
pause, " and that must be a great comfort to you. Dunnie 
is becoming quite sociable : he informed Goda the other 
day in confidence, that she was the veiy nicest woman he 
knowed !" 

" And his opinion is worth something, I can tell you," 
replied Mrs. Troyte, "for he is a discriminating little mortal. 
He knows as well when a person is what is commonly 
called a ' humbug* as you or I do. Surely they are not 
coming back yet? there is the gate squeaking — ^my herald 
when any one comes in." 

" It is Mr. Troyte," I said, looking out to see his giant 
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figure coming up the path. He was bigger even than the 
Rector — for which little superiority I believe Mr. Morant 
felt a slight grudge against him — ^but in every other respect 
there could not have been two greater contrasts. The Curate 
ivas sensitive and retiring, shy almost to awkwardness, but 
still a perfect gentleman ; courteous alike to people of every 
rank, and wonderfully hard working. In appearance, too, 
they were quite different, for the Rector was considered 
handsome, and Mr. Tro3rte was undeniably plain : stout and 
florid, with long floating whiskers which my well-instructed 
nieces called ' Piccadilly weepers !' but he had one redeeming 
point, visible only when his hat was off, and that was a nice 
forehead with brown hair waving from it, which made me 
able to fancy what he looked like as a boy. 

He came in now, half expecting and evidently pleased to 
find me there. 

" I hoped you had come to stay awhile with my wife," he 
said, " I have been kept out longer than I expected by being 
detained at the school." 

"The school to-day, Douglas?" said Mrs. Troyte, sur- 
prised ; " this is not your day for it ?" 

" No, but the Rector had told them he would go in and 
examine the first two classes this morning, quite forgetting 
that he had an engagement to lunch at some place ten 
miles off," I thought Mr. Troyte looked rather comical as he 
said it, " so he asked me to go in and do it instead. How 
have you been, Mary ?" 

" I have been dreadfully lazy ! Look at me now, lolling 
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back and taking my ease whilst Miss Gasco3me mends my 
pinafores. Don't you call that manners ?" 

"I call it very kind of her," he replied with a smile at 
me, '' and I am much obliged to her for making you rest a 
little, which I can never do. She is very unmanageable, 
Miss Gascoyne." 

" You should take a leaf out of your Rector's book," said 
Mary, saucily ; '' ask him how he manages to keep his wife 
and curate in subjection, and then come and try it on with 
me. Though I can promise you, you wouldn't succeed. I 
am made of sterner stuff, and would not be bullied." 

Mr. Troyte, being a man of few words, only laughed at 
this sally, and left the room to go and look after the boy who 
was planting potatoes in his kitchen garden. 

After this Goda constantly took the children out for walks 
with Gertrude and Agnes, and we tried to do all we could 
think of to help the poor overtasked invalid, and give her 
more time to rest. Goda was not fond of needlework, but 
when she could go to the cottage for any length of time she 
would beg for some to do as coaxingly as if it were her 
favourite occupation. The sense of being of some real use 
to others was such a new delight to her that it made easy 
what would otherwise have been a self-denial ; and I really 
believe she would have worked all day long with pleasure, 
or done anything else that was disagreeable without finding 
it so, if it had been to serve or to save " dear Mrs. Troyte." 

Her enthusiastic affection for her was the more striking 
because my niece was not one given to ardent friendships 

G 
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even with girls of her own age ; in fact I do not remember 
her ever having made a friend before, on her own account. 
But I was not surprised at it, for I soon grew very fond of 
Mary Troyte myself She was one of those whom it takes 
a long time to get to know well — ^we had known her a year 
before being able to penetrate the outside veil of friendly 
banter which was really, in her case, reserve. But when 
once you did know her, it was impossible to help loving her 
with all your heart. Such a brave, sunny temper, and under 
all her light words such an amount of goodness, and wisdom, 
and thoughtful sympathy. 

A sure proof of this was given by the words of an intimate 
friend of hers who had known her nearly all his life. 

" The only person in all the world," he said, " who had 
never hurt his feelings, was Mary Troyte." 

And how few there are of whom such a character could 
be given. It could not of me I am painfully certain, for 
naturally my tongue is sharp and stinging like Goda's, and 
when I was young I used to let it have free play. Perhaps 
I do still, more than I ought, but I try to keep it under 
control, and have lived to repent many of the harsh words 
and judgments of my censorious youth. 




CHAPTER VIII. 



"Judge not the Preacher : for he is thy Judge : 

If thou mistake him thou conceiv'st him not 

• ••••• 

Then turn thy faults and his into confession, 

God sent him, whatsoe'er he be ; O tarry 

And love him for his Master ; his condition 
Though it be ill, makes him no ill Physician." 

George Herbert. 

' I ^HE next thing that recurs vividly to my memory is a 
walk we had through the Lawnswood meadows one 
delicious spring morning. The level, sunny fields, the 
birds singing rapturously, the pleasant ripple of the brook 
as it wound its way over pebbles, and the vivid green 
canopy of horse-chestnuts that grew along its edge. Every 
year the same sights and sounds come back, but though it 
is always with a new sense of beauty, it is not always with 
the same thrill of perfect enjo3rment The events of each 
year leave the trace of their associations on the Nature 
around us, and according as to whether they have been 
happy or otherwise, the memories of them must necessarily 
bear the same tinge. 
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That day we were all as bright as the larks singing over- 
head, for the morning's post had brought a lively letter 
from Carrie ; and after two hours spent at lessons, and half- 
an-hour in Church, the children were rejoiced to get Isobel 
and Dunnie Troyte with them and go violeting in the sun- 
shine. Of course no flowers grew under the horse-chestnuts, 
nothing ever does; but further on there were only apple 
trees, and beneath them the grass was studded all over with 
violets, purple and white, and the soft April air was full of 
their sweetness. 

We all set to work with a will, little Dunnie taking daisies 
with them quite indiscriminately, and bringing all his spoils 
either to Goda or me ; but I found I was too old to bear 
that cramped position long without fetigue, and was obliged 
to leave most of the pleasant task to the young ones. Pre- 
sently Goda joined me in my stroll, and reminded no doubt 
by the sight of the old grey Church, which was partly 
visible through the trees, began talking of the Confirmation 
which had been announced the last Sunday as going to be 
held there in July. 

" I suppose you will have to send in my name as a can- 
didate ?" she said, in a doubtful tone that siuprised me. 

" Of course," I answered ; " surely, Goda, you wish to 
be confirmed ? you are quite old enough now to understand 
what is the object of Confirmation, and the great blessing 
of it. You would not wish to put off receiving it any 
longer ?" 

" No, Aunt Gertie, I should like to be confirmed, only 
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I don't like the idea of being prepared for it I wish we 
had an earnest fatherly Rector like those one reads about — 
like Mr. Keble — ^who would take an interest in it and make 
one feel how solemn it is. But Mr. Morant is so dififerent, 
— ^he does not inspire one with any reverence or high 
aspirations, unless it be an aspiration to be very grand and 
important in the eyes of the world ! which seems to be the 
one thing needful in his opinion." 

" You know you do not really think that," I said reprov- 
ingly, ^' and it is not right to say such words idly, or to pass 
any judgment upon a person so much older and better than 
yourself. Mr. Morant's sermons show how earnestly he 
realises, and wishes to impress upon his people, what is 
the 'one thing needful' to be striven for. It is only a 
weakness of his to be fond of good society, as we all are. 
Priests are but human, you know, and must have their 
weaknesses, which it is not our place to criticise, for if we 
were judged by the same high standard we should fall far 
shorter of it than they do." 

" But one expects priests to conquer their weaknesses 
sooner than other people," persisted the intolerant girl; 
'' as they are always warning others against faults, and the 
roots they spring from, they cannot help discovering their 
own, and one would think would never rest until they got 
rid of them. I wonder at any one ventiuing to be a clergy- 
man, for his example is so much looked to-, — I am sure it 
has much more influence than his preaching, — ^and unless 
a person is devoted heart and soul to the work, the burden 
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must be dreadful. Mr. Morant seems as if he would have 
been a great deal more in his element as a country squire. 
I wonder why he was ordained." 

" No doubt he was full of warm zeal for the work then," 
I replied ; " when men have the fire of youth in their veins 
they feel so hopeful of all the good that may be done in a 
lifetime. But when years pass without bringing any signs 
of success, — only the same ceaseless round of labours that 
seem to bear no fruit, — ^is it wonderful that their spirits 
faint and their hands drop nerveless ? I have thought of 
it often, and feel such sympathy for them I cannot bear to 
hear people crying down their clergy for lukewarmness, 
when it is often the fault of the people that they are so ; 
wearied into it by the cold indifference of those whom they 
try in vain to influence." 

" I did not mean to cry him down, Aunt Gertie," my 
niece said, in a voice that sounded ashamed of herself, as 
I had intended to make her, " I know it must be dreadfully 
hard work to keep up zeal when there is nothing outside to 
kindle it, and no warmth to respond to it, as in a stagnant 
country village like this. If I were a clergyman I should 
go into some great town where there would be plenty of 
others to work with, and such regular hard work to be done 
that there would be no time to stop and think about it" 

" That is veiy well in theory," I answered, " but some 
must come to these country places, you see, and I doubt 
whether the work in a large town would not be even more 
discouraging. There would be so much stronger a tide 
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of ignorance and sin to contend against, and so many more 
heart-sickening disappointments. Wherever the sphere of 
it is, a priest's life must be full of labour and weariness, — 
weary both to heart and brain, and often to the body also. 
It is more a matter of surprise to me how so many can go 
on bravely toiling at their posts year after year, than that a 
few should lose heart and interest, and turn to other sources 
of pleasure for relief." 

Goda quite agreed with me, looking at it from that 
point of view, but still her youthful intolerance was not 
satisfied. 

" It is natural enough that they should want other plea- 
sures, but isn't it strange. Auntie, how any man can find 
pleasure in anything so paltry as trying to magnify his own 
greatness by courting all great people, however uncongenial, 
and making lesser people feel painfully their own insignifi- 
cance? it is so small-minded, besides being un-Christian. 
Oh dear, it puts me out of all patience ! and to hear his 
sermons, one would think he was a pattern of all the graces 
and virtues !" 

" Goda, Goda, do not run on so harshly," I exclaimed, 
scarcely knowing how to answer her, for I had sometimes 
myself felt just as she described, only I knew it was wrong 
to indulge such feelings, and had striven against them. 
" You must try to separate the messenger from the man in 
your thoughts when he is teaching; for of course it is a 
Priest's duty to deliver his message, whether he is able to 
live up to it himself or not, and we must not refuse to 
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profit by the lesson because the teacher is not perfect in it. 
We are told that the treasure is given in earthen vessels, 
, so that whatever good comes of it the glory may be given 
to God. I speak feelingly on the subject because I know 
how often I give you children good advice which I am not 
able to carry out consistently in practice, and it would 
make me very hopeless if you refused to act upon it on 
that account." 

" Dear Aunt Gertiie, that is very different," put in Coda, 
affectionately, " because we know you try to do what you 
tell us is right, — ^like not being uncharitable or laughing at 
people, — ^and when you let your thoughts slip out some- 
times, you seem so sorry directly after. But when a person 
tells you to be humble and this and that, and then goes 
deliberately and acts exactly the contrary — ^^ 

" My dearest Goda, I cannot allow you to go on like 
this," I interrupted hastily, " if others have their failings, no 
doubt they struggle against them far more than we imagine, 
— at least as much as we do against our own. Our safest 
plan is to keep our eyes fixed upon our own sins, and as 
much as possible turned away from the faults of others : 
especially of those who are set over us by the Church, and 
whom — ^for their office' sake — ^we are bound to obey and 
reverence. You know Who gave the command, 'Judge not' " 

Goda gave a deep sigh. 

" Oh dear, and I am always judging ! I might be very 
perfect myself to be so ready in condemning others, but 
the fact is, I am horribly wicked and as proud as Lucifer. 
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I hope being confirmed will do me some good ; but I am 
afraid if I have to go to the Rectory to be examined, the 
weekly trial will be more likely to stir up my temper, and 
make me feel worse instead of better." 

" Surely not," I remonstrated, " Mr. Morant will be very 
kind to you, I am sure, and anxious to help you as much 
as possible. You must go prepared to receive the voice of 
the Church speaking to you through her minister, and try 
to overcome your prejudice ; for it is only prejudice that 
makes you not like him. In some things he is the kindest 
of men." 

" So he may be, but all the same I should infinitely prefer 
going to Mr. Troyte," said Goda, obstinately, "perhaps after 
all I may be prepared by him, indeed it is very likely. Just 
look at Dunnie I" 

We had turned in our walk, and there, behold, was the 
little man seated, astride on the first bough of an apple- 
tree which he had climbed with the help of the three little 
girls who now stood below admiring. He was highly elated 
at his feat, but soon had cause to repent it, for a careless 
movement made him lose his balance and down he fell, 
tearing his jacket and getting bruised in the descent. 

Gertrude had picked him up before we could get there, 
and was looking at his poor little bare knees which were 
dreadfully scratched and painful : but he was too manly to 
cry, and would not even speak lest it should bring on the 
• tears which it was evident, from his red face and tightly 
shut lips, he found it very difficult to restrain. 
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We dipped a handkerchief in the brook and bathed the 
bruises, which soon relieved them ; but Dunnie was sobered 
after that, and let his hand stay in mine contentedly all the 
way home. He was such a sensible little fellow. To see 
the serious mouth and eyes looking so earnest over his baby 
prattle was a never ceasing fund of into-est to me, and some- 
times he said such funny things. I wish I could remember 
them, — one thing I recollect as we walked home that day. 

We had met Mr. Troyte, who was coming through the 
churchyard as we crossed the plank bridge over the brook, 
and he was standing beside his little son, — z, mountain 
beside a molehill, — which made it sound all the more ridi- 
culous. 

Dunnie caught sight of a young lamb frisking about in 
the next meadow, and called our attention to it with the 
eager cry, 

" Oh, look at that tiny, wee sheep !" 

" It's not a sheep, if s a lamb," corrected Isobel. 

" Well, that's all the same," said Dunnie argumentatively, 
" they are the same, only one is little and the other grown 
up. Just as you'd say that papa is a man and I am a man !" 

Mr. Troyte's face as he looked down upon the tiny logician, 
and then up at me, was brimful of amusement : and I have 
no doubt the child wondered what made us all laugh. 

When we emerged into the lane we met Mrs. Morant and 
her children coming down the hilL They had been up to 
see Mrs. Troyte, and also gathering violets, though in that ' 
they had not been so successful as we had. 
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" So here you are again ! what a large party. Where have 
you been ?** she began, with her usual cheerful tone and 
inquiry. 

I do not know if my imagination deceived me, but I 
always fancied there was a slight jealousy in her look when 
she met us with the little Troytes, as if she thought they 
were greater favourites than her children : though, of course, 
she could not expect us to look after them in the same way, 
when they had two nurses with nothing else to do but 
attend to them. However, I liked to give pleasure when I 
could, so directly gave an unpremeditated invitation to her 
children to join ours the next day when the little Troytes 
were coming to spend a long afternoon in honour of Isobel's 
seventh birthday : and I was quite repaid by the look of 
genuine delight with which it was accepted by both mother 
and little ones. Mrs. Morant was a kind affectionate soul, 
and the straightest road to her heart was through her 
children. 

I did not think there was any harm in having such a fes- 
tivity as that in Lent, for certainly to us elder ones it wa^ 
not an unalloyed treat. The romping and noise that those 
children made was what one would not by any means like 
to endure every day of one's life ! and steady old people 
like myself get very tired of being dragged into games and 
giving up one's time to little folks' amusement. But for 
once in a way it was a pleasure to make them so thoroughly 
happy, and I felt quite drawn towards the child, Eva 
Morant, when she came to kiss me and say good-night. 
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looking so grateful for the pleasure, and so regretful that it 
was over. 

Goda had made a fresh discovery as to how she could 
make use of one of her talents. It was evident that Isobel 
Tro)rte was very fond of music, for whenever any one 
touched the piano she would leave any game to come and 
watch and listen : and looked quite sad and wistful on find- 
ing that all her companions had begun to learn, except her- 
self. She could not learn because they had no piano at 
home, and her mother was not musical, though her father 
was remarkably fond of music : and as it was quite time the 
child should begin, I gladly encouraged Goda's wish to 
undertake giving her lessons regularly on our schoolroom 
piano. It was hard work to make her parents agree to the 
plan, they of course feeling it was too much to impose upon 
the kindness of their friends. But Goda pleaded so sin- 
cerely, and I seconded so heartily, and Issie looked so 
longing, that at last they yielded, with many warm thanks 
for all the trouble we were " so good as to inflict upon our- 
selves." 

So it became a settled thing for her to come up to Holm 
Lodge twice a week, and she soon gave promise of being a 
very creditable pupiL 




CHAPTER IX. 

" Bubbles did half (heir thoughts employ, 
■ Hope she believed — she played with Joy, 
And Fancy bribed her with a toy." 

AulAor of " HicMieu." 

'\I 7E did not see much of Jack Bradwardine during the 
spring months. He only favoured us with an occa- 
sional call, to see whether Carrie had come home or when 
she was expected : which I was always glad, at such times, 
to be able to tell him was uncertain, although I longed my- 
self to see the dear child again. She had so many visits to 
pay and was such a welcome guest everywhere that there 
vas no getting her back ; and when gaieties began again after 
Easter, they kept writing that she must stay for this and 
that, until I began to despair of a day ever bemg fixed : and 
indeed it was well on in May before our gay butterfly flut- 
tered back into our midst. 

She came brimfiil of affection and spirits, tookii^ prettier 
than ever in the fashionable spring toilets that threw all our 
country attempts into the shade, and with her hair arranged 
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in the latest style which suited her to perfection, I am sure 
even her father thought^ although when asked his opinion 
he only vouchsafed a growl about " new-fangled devices/' 
In fact, she looked so altogether a denizen of the gay world 
that even Mr. Morant was impressed and made < more fuss 
about her than usual ; and she had always been a favourite 
of his, owing, no doubt, to her good looks and easy self- 
possession. For which reason she liked him, and was 
generally his champion against Goda's keen-sighted cri- 
ticisms. 

The only drawback to our pleasure in her company was 
the self-evident fact that her head had been completely- 
turned by all the adulation she had received during her ab- 
sence, without any antidote near in the shape of warnings 
from me, satire from Goda, or teazing from the boys to 
check her vanity — or rather the outward display of it, for 
I believe it was too deeply rooted in her nature for anything 
but time to eradicate it. She had grown sadly affected and 
self-satisfied, and that little word " I" was painfully promi- 
nent in all her conversation : so much so that if she had 
been any one else I believe I should have put her down as 
insufferably conceited. But to us she was still our dear 
Carrie, loving and helpful, and the sweetest of them all 
when she could forget herself. 

Goda was very pleased to have her pretty sister's com- 
panionship again, although she was quite as alive as I was 
to the vain egotism that spoiled her, and did her best to 
shame her out of it I often overheard such conversations 
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as this, which took place one day on the lawn whilst I was 
writing letters within the drawing-room window. 

" By the way, Goda, I never told you about the young 
swell at the Academy. Such fun, my dear ! he had a friend 
with him, and they kept meeting us in every room, acciden- 
tally on purpose, of course. I had evidently made a great 
impression." 

"Oh, of course!" responded Goda, drily, "was Alice 
with you ?" 

" Yes ; and dreadfully jealous because he hardly gave her 
a look. All his eyes were for me. I should have been 
angry if he had not been so screamingly handsome." 

" I expect he saw that you thought him so, and that was 
what made him look," said Goda, in a tone that said as 
plainly as words could have spoken, " so you need not think 
it was your beauty." 

" No, I took care not to let him see that ; he had quite a 
good enough opinion of himself already. Only think of his 
stationing himself where he could have a good view of me 
whilst we were looking at that famous picture * A Belle of a 
past century,' and remarking to his friend quite aloud for us 
to hear, * Very fine, but not equal to the life, Ted, by Jove !' 
and staring at me all the time through his eyeglass. I was 
so indignant at his impudence 1" 

"So flattered, you mean," said Goda, bluntly; "did you 
find out who he was ?" 

" No ; Alice tried a little dodge to give them a chance of 
speaking to us. She dropped her catalogue once when we 
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were near them, and the Adonis of course sprang forward 
to pick it up, but she was sold, for he handed it to me ! 
Alice dresses well and has a good deal of style, but she is 
not pretty." 

" And doesn't think herself so either !" retorted Goda, 
with an impatience that seemed lost upon her placid com- 
panion. 

" No, certainly. She is always lamenting the shape of her 
nose, which she says grows worse every year. But I tell 
her she ought to be content with the features Dame Nature 
has given her. I am!" This in the most self-conscious 
tone of Carrie's rather high, clear voice. 

" Oh, no one can have the least doubt about that," was 
her sister's dry answer; "your contented spirit is so ap- 
parent on the surface ! Did you see any more of the Adonis 
after that day ?" 

" No, unfortunately. I had hoped that by some good luck 
he would turn up at some of the parties, but he never did. 
There was another conquest I made though, that Mr. Dor- 
mer you have heard me mention. He was tremendously 
smitten, every one said, and all the girls hated me like poison 
for taking up all his attention, but how could I help it ? I 
could not make myself ugly and unattractive." 

" Was he a nic^ fellow ?" inquired Goda, interested this 
time. 

" Yes, very nice. Not at all good-looking, but his being 
an Honourable made up for that in the eyes of the world. 
He is one of Lord Cranmere's brothers, and very poor they 
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say. I wish he had been the eldest son, he might have 
suited me then, for I mean to be Lady Caroline before 
I die!" 

'' That is impossible, imless the Queen would confer a 
peerage upon papa." 

'' Welly I mean to be Lady Something, see if I am not ! 
why should not I many a title as well as any other girls who 
are not a bit better looking? I intend to, anyhow; and 
then you shall come and stay with me at my house in town, 
and we will have no end of fun. How I shall enjoy having 
a grand establishment with carriages and horses and foot- 
men at my disposal." 

" You forget that you yourself would be at some one else's 
disposal I hope you mean to care for your husband too, 
as well as for all the things he gives you? riches would be 
a very poor substitute for love." 

" Love is a popular delusion," said Carrie, lightly ; " I used 
to have veiy romantic notions on the subject once, but I 
have found out the folly of them, and learnt not to expect 
impossibilities. Let me warn you not to do so either, my 
dear. Men are selfish creatures, and if they only many to 
gain something, why shouldn't we do the same ? I intend 
to make the best bargain I can." 

'' Oh, Carrie, don't talk in that worldly-wise way like a 
scheming old woman. It doesn't suit you, and soimds so 
heartless. If that is your opinion of men, why think of 
marrying at all? there is no necessity. We can spend just 
as useful lives at home." 

H 



98 FONTNELL S. CHAD. 

'' But I want my life to be gay and pleasant I am not 
so bent upon usefulness as you are. You ought to many a 
hardworking clergyman, and then you could be useful to 
your heart's content.'* 

"That I will never do!" exclaimed Goda, decidedly; 
" for unless he was half a saint I should have no patience 
with him, and such a one is not likely to be found No, of 
all professions, I would never many a clergyman !" 

"Wait till one asks you," chimed in Alec, who was 
spending his half-holiday at home ; " you needn't vent such 
a vehement refusal upon me^ as if I had brought you an 
offer ! You seem to have very distinct views on the sub- 
ject of matrimony. It was only the other day I heard 
you declaring you would never marry a man with red 
hair." 

" No ; there are three things I am determined against, a 
clergyman, a man with red hair, or with an ugly name. I 
couldn't stand any of those." 

" Then I know the very one to suit you, — Mr. Smith," said 
Alec, mentioning one of the Minor Canons at Chadcester, 
who possessed all the three detrimental qualities ; " I must 
tell Aunt Gertie to begin and cultivate his acquaintance at 
once as you seem to have set your mind upon him. I might 
take back an invitation to-night for him to come and dine 
some day, shall I ?" 

" Oh, do, by all means, for if I am to become Mrs. Smith 
it is time I got to know the man ; I have hardly spoken two 
words to him yet. Fancy changing from Gascoyne to Smith ! 
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what an idea! I shall follow Aunt Gertie's example and 
never change my name, it is too pretty." 

" I wish you would follow Aunt Gertie's advice, which is 
much wiser than her example," I said, going to the window, 
for I found it impossible to write with all that chatter going 
on outside, " and not sit burning your face in the sun, you 
foolish child, as if you had not freckles enough already. 
They do not add to your charms, I assure you." 

" I don't set up to be a charmer," she retorted, with a 
mischievous glance at her sister, who was well protected by 
a green sunshade ; but she moved according to my desire, 
and strolled away, calling, 

" Who will have a game of croquet ? it's as good a way of 
wasting time as any other." 

Carrie went, nothing loth, for she was a first-rate shot, 
and boasted of how many gentlemen had said she was the 
best lady-player they had ever met ; and as Alec had no- 
thing else to do but to follow them, I was left to my letters 
and my reflections, which took an imsatisfactory hue from 
the idle talk I had just been hearing. 

' Of course I knew it was only talk ; Carrie was no more 
guided by such motives and intentions of worldly wisdom 
than her little sister Agnes ; but that she should have be- 
come familiar enough with them to pretend to adopt their 
jargon, made me imeasy with doubts lest I had done wrong 
in trusting her so long away from my care. I was in her 
mother's place and responsible for her moral training, and 
yet I could not withhold her from intercourse with her mo- 
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ther's relations, who moved in fashionable circles, where 
such modes of thought are only too rife and easily ac- 
quired. 

My motive, too, in letting her stay so long, had been 
anxiety for her happiness ; a hope that time and new ex- 
periences would dispel the dangerous fascination that was 
threatening to enchain her : or that circumstances might 
change — the regiment be ordered away perhaps during her 
absence — ^which would have enabled me to breathe freely, 
and hail her return with comfort. But that hope had proved 
vain, and now my foolish heart was fretting again over its 
powerlessness to avert the coming destiny that, with an 
almost prophetic eye, I anticipated. I could not bear that 
my darling should suffer, even if it were necessary for her 
real good ; and, knowing that, would still, I believe, in my 
selfish indulgence, have prevented it if I could. How in- 
ferior such love of earth, to that perfect heavenly Love 
which, with all its tenderness, can bear to inflict sorrow as 
discipline, and choose for us with unerring wisdom the 
surest path to that eternal happiness, which we shall all 
one day acknowledge, was the only treasure worth striv- 
ing for. 

I soon saw that although Carrie talked about love being 
a popular delusion, she could not free herself from its spelL 
Jack's fascinations resumed their sway over her, in spite of 
her attempts to treat him with the same bantering indif- 
ference with which she treated her other admirers; and 
before long her gay self-satisfaction began to give place to 
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those varying moods I could read so well, of depressing 
low spirits, or happy reverie, which banished all traces of 
conceit 

In such moods I thought her perfect, and even those 
"fossil remains" which Jack " called his affections," seemed 
touched at last in the right place. It was a case of the 
biter bit, and much as I wished, my Carrie's fate could have 
fallen into the hands of a worthier and more elevating cha- 
racter, I could not but be glad for her sake that it was so, 
and hope for the best After all, there was no great harm 
in him, and if there were not much of anything else either, I 
did not think Carrie would mind that so long as there were 
beauty and love, the two chief features in her ideal of hap- 
piness. 

I suppose it is a weakness natural to woman at all 
ages, but I must confess that his handsome exterior went 
far towards reconciling even me to the idea. He would be 
a nephew to be proud of, at any rate, and when I saw him 
look at Carrie with real genuine tenderness in his bewitch- 
ing eyes, I felt fond of him too, and could overlook all de- 
ficiencies. 

Of course I took the first opportunity of opening my 
brother's eyes to future possibilities, thinking he was too 
much taken up with his paper, his garden, and cigars, to 
notice the signs of the times. But I found he was quite as 
wide-awake as myself, and had not the least objection to 
Jack as a son-in-law. 

"What could a girl do better," he said, "than many a 
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good-looking young fellow with a comfortable income, and 
a nice little property like Beaumanoir ?" 

As to Beau himself, the Colonel was not a deep student 
of character, and had always liked him : so finding myself 
hemmed in on all sides from offering any further resistance 
to fate, I made the best of what certainly might have been 
worse, and which, up till quite lately, I had feared would 
have a very different result To have our dear child's fresh 
young heart deceived by unmeaning attentions, was what I 
had dreaded : for her to win and wear her love would be a 
very different matter, even though he were not exactly the 
hero one would have desired for her ; and my fears gra- 
dually sank into the background. I actually found myself 
helping what I had always before tried to prevent — ^their 
t6te-k-t6te strolls and confidences, and rejoiced at the 
thought of how merely nominal the parting would be if she 
were settled at Beaumanoir, compared with what it might 
have been when she married ; and that she would many 
very soon after she was grown-up, I had never had the least 
doubt. 

Of course no open mention was made of the subject, 
except a little sly teazing from the Colonel and Alec : but I 
think we were all living in a flutter of expectation as to 
what might happen any day. It was a gay summer, and on 
the whole a happy one. Jack came over constantly, often 
bringing his friends with him ; and many of our neighbours 
from Chadcester and the villages round seemed to find 
Holm Lodge a pleasant resort for croquet and afternoon 
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tea. For if they arrived before the heat of the day was past, 
they were sure to find us in, and the Colonel and the girls 
always glad to see them. 

Amongst the girls I do not include Goda, who often 
thought the visitors a great bore, and much preferred the 
games when we were by ourselves, or when only the Troytes 
came up : for Mrs. Troyte was much better now, and had 
resumed her parish duties, though she was not really fit to 
do so, and often looked completely knocked up. But we 
had some of their cousins to stay with us, fashionable girls 
who liked gaiety as much as Carrie did, and I am sure they 
had it to their heart's content. There were return parties 
of course, garden fStes here, there, and everywhere, occa- 
sionally ending with a dance j and there was plenty of occu- 
pation to fill up spare days. Drives into Chadcester in the 
pony carriage for shopping or visits, or to attend the Cathe- 
dral Evensong ; or if it were too hot for any of these things, 
there was always shade in some part of the lawn, cast by 
the giant pine-trees that were its chief ornament. 

How proud and fond we are of their familiar shapes, their 
dark spiral heads leading our eyes and, I hope, our thoughts 
too, up into the deep blue infinity above them, and their 
lower branches sweeping on to the greensward beneath, 
which was often the scene of so much society and mirth. 
Day after day have I sat there with my book or work, feign- 
ing employment, but unable really to attend to anything 
but the chapter of real life being played out before me, in 
whose dramatis persona I felt such a deep personal interest, 
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and which was illustrated throughout with all the vivid 
beauty of colour, sound, and life. My pretty Carrie, in the 
sweet glow of her rather coquettish happiness, being always 
the prominent figure in every picture I saw, and invariably 
attended by the handsome giant, whose gruff voice and 
goodnatured laugh seemed quite incongruous with the pen- 
sive expression of his dangerous ^es. 

The one person who provoked me more than any one 
else just then, was our voluble young lady neighbour, 
Leslie Adams, who became almost as much an institution 
on the lawn as our own girls, — she paid us such inces- 
sant visits. I did not desire sudi intimacy, and felt very 
much tempted to let her see it : but it would have been 
unkind to be inhospitable to the poor girl who was very 
solitary at home, so I was as cordial to her as I could 
be, although her constant flood of extravagant vivacity 
and peals of laughter jarred against all one's fastidious in- 
stincts. Her cool way of establishing familiarity with gen- 
tlemen was aggravating in the extreme, and made one 
wickedly long to see her receive a thorough set-down : but 
they were all so polite, or as I thought so silly, that they 
took and gave what she offered with perfect readiness. 

" Don't call me Miss Adams. What is the use of being 
so formal when we are meeting every day of our lives ?" she 
would say to Jack, fixing him with a look of her large eyes, 
'' I think we have known each other long enough to drop 
ceremony, and I mean to do so. ' Mr. Bradwardine' takes 
such a long time to say." 
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"You arfe not so busy but that you can spare the 
time/' answered Goda, in a way that showed plainly what 
she thought of the suggestion. But the young lady re- 
fused to take the hint, and ever after called him Jack 
or Beau, with the coolest nonchalance, as his cousins 
did. Whilst he, instead of shaming her familiarity, — as I 
should have done — ^by extra ceremonious politeness, treated 
her in like manner, and saved himself the trouble of cere- 
mony. 

" It pleases her and don't hurt me," he said with a care- 
less laugh when we objected, " I like giving pleasure at a 
cheap rate." 

It was too bad of us, I knew, not to return her evident 
liking more warmly, for she was really a very kind-hearted 
girl, and a most useful member of society; good to the 
poor, and actively obliging to her friends, as well as very 
afifectionate. But in spite of all these good qualities I 
could not appreciate her. She was what our young guests 
from London rightly called " bad style," and I believe they 
would have found her company intolerable if it had not 
been for the pleasing reflection that she served as a veiy 
good foil to set off their own charms of good-breeding. 



CHAPTER X. 

" Love not ! love not ! ye hapless sons of clay, 

Hope's gayesl wreaths are made of earthly flowers, 
Things that are made to fade and fall away 

Ere Chey have blossomed For a few short hours. 

" Love not I love not 1 oh, warning vainly said. 
In present hours as in yeais gone by. 
Love flings a halo round the dear one's head. 
Faultless, immortal, till they chsLnge or die. 
Love not." 

Hon. Mrs. Norton. 

T T came at last, the result we had been long expecting. 
I read it first in Carrie's face, which looked quite lovely 
in her radiant happiness; her cheeks slightly flushed, her 
pretty mouth quivering with excitement, and her eyes glow- 
ing with a sweet liquid depth I had never seen in them 



It was on a damp summer evening just afler the c 
had left, A rainy day had cooled the air delightfully, and 
all the others had taken advantage of it to go for a walk, 
which Goda liked much better than only lounging about in 
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the garden. Carrie was out gathering flowers, and I had 
no idea Jack had come, for I was busy in a back room 
upstairs; but when I went out presently to join her, — I, 
like a sensible woman, keeping on the high path that bor- 
dered one side of the lawn, — I came upon the two together 
at the farther end, strolling along on the grass amongst the 
trees in a most romantic attitude, his arm round her, and 
his head bent over hers, which she had just raised, evidently 
at his request, to receive the kiss for which he seemed to 
have been pleading. 

A pang shot through me lest, after all, he might be only 
trifling with her, and to let him know that I had seen what 
lengths he went to, I called out directly, 

"You two foolish people, why must you needs choose 
the grass to walk upon, when it has been pouring all day, 
and is soaking wet? Do come off at once, my dear 
Carrie." 

I felt guiltily conscious of being a most unwelcome in- 
truder when they both started round, and then it was I 
read in Carrie's face what I have described above ; but to 
cover her confusion I went on speaking to her companion. 

" How do you do. Jack ? I never heard you come, and 
had not the slightest notion you were here. Did you drive? 
have you been here long ?" 

" About half-an-hour or so," he answered, really, for him, 
quite nervously ; and after a slight pause he added, with a 
soft look at Carrie, " I need not tell you the state of affairs. 
Miss Gascoyne, — won't you congratulate us ?" 
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That I did most heartily, bestowing a cordial grasp of the 
hand upon him, and a fervent embrace upon my darling, 
who returned it with a hug that seemed to thank me for 
forgetting my old prejudice against her hero ; and then we 
all turned to walk back together to the house. 

" You will want to see the Colonel," I said, as we stopped 
at the drawing-room window, " he is out now, but I hope 
you will stay the evening, and then you can speak to him 
when he comes in." 

" Oh, thanks, I wish I could, but — ^it's an awful bore — ^I'm 
bound to appear at the Colonel's dinner to-night at Chad- 
cester," answered Beau, looking at his watch, and starting 
to see how late it was. " By Jove, I shall hardly get there 
in time now, I must be off at once, but I shall be here again 
to-morrow early, you may be sure; I wish I could have 
stayed ! good-night, Lina," and after lingering a few minutes 
over his farewell to her, he tore himself away and drove off 
rapidly in the dog-cart that his man had brought roimd 
punctual to his order half-an-hour before ; for I found his 
visit had been nearer an hour and a half than the time he 
had estimated it. 

Carrie had hardly spoken a word, and when she did it 
was with a tremor in her voice that showed how her heart 
was still fluttering ; but no words were needed to tell me 
what a state of bliss she was in. 

" Well, my darling child !" I exclaimed, folding my arms 
round her as soon as we found ourselves alone in the room, 
'^ so it has really come to this at last, has it? I hope it may 
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be for the best I pray God to bless you and make you 
happy." 

" That I am sure to be," she answered confidently ; " oh, 
Aunt Gertie, I can't tell you what I feel ! my wildest dreams 
are realised ! everything is so perfect now, I have nothing 
left to wish for !" 

The very intensity of the happiness that prompted her 
words made me tremble for its duration, for I felt it was 
too bright to last, and I knew also that it would not be well 
that it should. If earthly love could satisfy, then weak 
human nature would rest in it and look no higher; and 
that was what I feared she was doing now. But I knew 
she would soon enough find out that her ideal had flaws ; 
and such moments of unclouded bliss are so rare in this 
world that I had not the heart, even if I had thought it 
necessary, to awaken her rudely from her transitory dream 
of joy. 

The excitement, when the others came in and heard the 
news, was intense. As the Colonel said, they might all 
have been going to be married ! but he was as pleased as 
any of them, and gave Carrie his cordial approbation when 
her sisters brought her down in triumph from her own room, 
where she had fled to be out of the way during the an- 
nouncement, and I suppose to enjoy a few moments of 
solitude in which to realise what had happened. 

That was a wild, unsettled evening, I remember. Fits 
of high spirits, and snatches of music and song, with now 
and then a sudden pause, as if a dreamy hush had &llen 
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upon us, espedallj after the children had gone to bed 
For this first engagement in the family was an event of 
great moment to us ; and to me, at least, was rather an 
anxious pleasure. 

Jack came early the next day, as he had promised, to 
spend a long afternoon with us, and was looked upon by 
Gertrude and Agnes, in his new position of future brother- 
in-law, as a strange and interesting object ; but they soon 
found he was not a bit altered, and fell back from respectful 
curiosity into their old familiar treatment 

After this he came daily, and so completely monopolized 
Carrie, — ^her time when he was present, and her thoughts 
wh^n absent, — that Goda found her no companion, and 
went back to Mrs. Troyte, whose firm friend she had re- 
mained all along, though she had not had time to be with 
her much lately. She went for walks with her, visiting the 
cottages, or took the children sometimes, and went instead 
of her if there was only a message to be taken, or any 
business that she could manage alone. But this Mary 
would very seldom allow. She was very determined in her 
playful way, and would never own to being an invalid, or 
give up any of her duties ; and indeed her unvarying spirits 
would have led one to imagine she must be feeling well, 
if it had not been for the worn look of her white face, and 
the evident weakness that made her tall graceful figure 
droop more and more. 

She had more help from her nursemaid now that the 
children were able to run about in the garden and orchard 
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unattended ; but that was not much real gain, for with the 
summer weather came the necessity for more changes of 
garments to be kept in order, and I hardly ever saw her 
at home without a needle in her hand. I longed to set up 
Isobel and Douglas with some extensive additions to their 
rather faded little wardrobes; but although the Troytes 
were not proud, there was a sensitiveness about them that 
made one fear hurting their feelings, so I was obliged to 
content myself with my undoubted right to bestow pretty 
baby-clothes upon my godchild, and give the other two as 
much pleasure as we could by means of toys and picture- 
books, which were quite as needful and at the same time 
as inaccessible to them. 

A little old croquet set which we had discarded, was a 
priceless treasure to them ; and an open space at the en- 
trance of the cherry orchard behind their garden served 
every purpose as a croquet ground, for it was level, though 
rough, and I certainly never saw one that looked more in- 
viting. The cool green shade beyond, formed by straight 
rows of cherry trees, whose tall smooth trunks always sug- 
gested the idea of pillars dividing leafy aisles, was a back- 
ground as refreshing as it was rare, and many a pleasant 
game we had there, even I venturing to show my want of 
skill to please the dear little hosts, who being only learners 
themselves would not either be vexed or criticise. Occa- 
sionally Dunnie, in his character of lord and master over 
all the attendant maidens, would insist upon changing the 
amusement to cricket, which was a man's game and there- 
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fore more suitable to him ! but that was an achievemoit I 
could not compass with all my goodwill ; so Mary and I 
would leave them to their own devices and take our exercise 
more quietly, wandering up one aisle and down another 
of what she called " her green cathedral." It was a nice 
private place, siurounded by the glebe meadows where few 
people passed ; and there she often carried the baby No^l, 
a precious little burden which I was only too pleased to 
relieve her of when I was there. 

My god-<laughter knew me quite well now, and was the 
sweetest little treasure in the world. Since my own nephews 
and nieces I had never met with such a darling baby ; and 
so sensible she was, noticing everything with a look of grave 
intelligence in her shady eyes, and when she was amused — 
which was comparatively seldom — ^laughing in an almost « 
mischievous way, as if she knew all about it 

Mr. Trojrte used to say they were quite afiraid of Baby, 
she was so satirical ! I told him it would not be surprising 
if she were, considering that both her parents were so ! for 
we had discovered that he was just as fond of quizzing in 
a harmless way as his wife was, and had a keen sense of the 
ludicrous. We had a genuine liking for this big, shy man, 
who did his duty with such unflagging patience, and was so 
wise m the treatment of his children, loving them dearly 
and aUowing them to be quite free before him, but checking 
the least sign of forwardness in a way that kept them the 
dearlittle chUdlike things they were. His fun was all the 
more amusmg from being so demure, and during the six 
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months of our intimacy he had become so thoroughly at 
ease with us that he talked quite openly, and made us feel 
as much at home with him as we did with his wife and 
children. 

Mrs. Troyte was not a demonstratively affectionate person ; 
that is, she did not show much outward difference in her 
manner to us and to her other neighbours. She was friendly, 
merry, and cordial to all ; but her confidence in our friend- 
ship showed in her less reserve, and more earnest intercourse, 
and now and then she would surprise me with an embrace 
of sincere fondness that won my heart entirely. I could 
understand her husband's devotion, for though he appeared 
stoical and unromantic, he was devoted to her I knew. I could 
see it in the anxious way he watched her when she seemed 
tired, and hear it in the low tone of inquiry or remonstrance 
which she always turned off with a cheerful denial ; but I 
was sure that his anxiety was well-founded, and as time 
passed on without her gaining any real ground, we became 
more painfully convinced that something more than mere 
weakness was the matter with her. 

I could not help urging the necessity of having advice 
from a London physician, but that she would not hear of 
— ^knowing, no doubt, poor thing, that they had no means of 
meeting such an expense — and though Mr. Troyte entreated 
her to consent, nothing would induce her to yield : a mis- 
taken obstinacy which vexed me, for I knew he would have 
been far happier to spend his last farthing over having her 
cured ; but she was determinedly hopeful I longed for her 
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to have been my sister or niece, that I might have taken 
the matter into my own hands ; but pride, pride stands in 
the way of even the most important benefits, and so we 
were obliged to do nothing, and see her growing daily more 
like a pale drooping lily. 

One bit of parochial work I was glad fell to my share, 
which she would have added to her other labours if she had 
possessed a knowledge of music, and that was the charge of 
the village choir during Mrs. Morant's absence from home 
on a visit. Besides the three Sunday ser\aces, there was a 
practice one evening in the week which I undertook to cany 
on ; and though it was no pleasure in anticipation, there was 
some slight amusement to be derived from it We formed 
a square at one end of the schoolroom ; I at the harmonium 
alone in my glory on one sid^ the little boys and girls 
screeching treble opposite me, and the parts to the right and 
left ; but it was the basses who amused me. To see their 
row of heads — all in profile — jerking in unison ; up for the 
high notes and down for the low, till their chins were almost 
buried in their necks; for they took things easily there, 
sitting the whole time ! and the Rector at the top of the 
class, as it were, singing with the greatest gusto though with- 
out much ear, and frowning over it in a most business-like 
way. He was a fine-looking man, a great contrast to all the 
others in his look of well-clad prosperity; but his manner 
was affability itself to them, and of course the same to us ! 
He was quite unconscious of his own defects in music, and 
would sometimes, when the basses were learning a new tune 
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which they had all got right except himself, offer to sing it 
over alone to let them hear how it should be ! Goda used 
to look very wicked. 

What she enjoyed most was a round they occasionally 
ended with, which a certain old tinker always rendered 
emphatically in this wise, 

" Good night to you Aall, and sweet be your sleep, 
May Mangels ^around you their vigils keep," 

which became very popular at Holm Lodge, and was always 
sung in that approved style. 

Carrie had once been in the choir for a short time, but 
when winter came it was inconvenient, and her frequent 
visits made it a mere pretence, so she had given up her 
place, and Goda could not be persuaded to fill it. She pro- 
fessed to have no voice, though when I went to take the 
practice she was good enough to go with me for compan3r's 
sake. Carrie, this summer, was too much taken up with 
Beau's company to favour us with hers as a rule ; but once 
when she had been disappointed of his visit, and been rest- 
less and out of spirits in consequence, she agreed to come 
for something to do, having quite given him up for that day 
when seven o'clock arrived without him. 

The Rector was pleased to beam graciously upon her, and 
express his gratitude for her help, in flattering terms which 
we incredulous people were wont to call " Fontnell man- 
ners," knowing that they might mean anything or nothing ; 
but I really believe he did appreciate Carrie, doubly after 
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her engagement to the lord of the manor became known ! 
It had made her quite an important person in the village, 
and she was the object of so many eyes, and such uni- 
versal respect, that all her self-love was awakened and satis- 
fied She had regained her spirits by the time we left the 
schoolroom; and there, whom should we see but Jack, 
lounging under the lime trees smoking whilst he waited for 
us to come out. 

" How do you do, Bradwardine ? glad to see you," said 
the Rector, heartily, coming a few steps out of his way to 
meet him ; " why didn't you come in and join us ? you could 
sing bass I am sure." 

" Don't believe I could ; never tried in my life," answered 
Beau. 

" Then it is time he began, eh, Carrie ? to be able to sing 
duets with you. I wonder you don't teach him." 

"It would be something like trying to teach a lion to roar 
in tune," was her laughing reply, with a look of exulting 
pride at her prince of lions. 

" By the way, Bradwardine," said Mr. Morant, suddenly 
changing to a tone of business, " I have been wanting to see 
you for some time about those cottages on your property up 
the Manor lane. They are in a sad state of disrepair. Has 
your agent mentioned it to you ?" 

" Not that I know of," he answered. (I thought it highly 
probable that he had, and knew that we ourselves had done 
so often ; but it was just the sort of thing that might be men- 
tioned twenty times to Jack without his troubling to bear it 
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in mind.) '' What is the matter with them? what do they 
want doing?" 

'' Everything. The roofs leak, the chimneys smoke, and 
the doors and windows are actually idling to pieces. I dare 
say you know them, Miss Gascoyne? where that poor wo- 
man Bartlett lives." 

'' I know them weU," I answered ; '' they aie wretchedly 
dilapidated, not fit for a sick person to live in, but I am 
ashamed to say I have not been to see her very lately. 
How is she getting on?" 

'^ Very badly. I have been taking her to the hospital to- 
day, and the doctors give small hopes of being able to do her 
any good. I wanted to speak to you," he added, turning to 
Jack, '^because now is the time, during summer weather, 
and whilst the place is at liberty, to have them done up 
if you will be so kind as to stir up your agent on the 
subject" 

''All right; 111 see about it Good night," said Beau, 
unceremoniously, not caring to listen to any more sugges- 
tions about his duties as a landlord ; and the Rector turned 
into his garden gate, whilst we went on through the village 
street 

'' How late you are to-day. Jack," began Carrie directly, 
''we never expected you to turn up at this time of night 
Have you been playing croquet at the Lindsays'?" 

" No," laughed he ; " don't be jealous, Lina ! I couldn't 
get away earlier, but I think youll forgive me when I tell 
you I have come to stay a few days now. I have put up 
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my trap at Beaumanoir^ and told tlie woman to get a room 

ready." 

'' How astonishingly erratic you are in your movements,'' 
she remarked, calmly, but with a sudden flush of pleasure 
lighting up her cheeks and eyes ; '' so you have gpt leave, 
and are going to spend it at Beaumanoir, are you?" 

"Of course; where else should I care to spend it?'' he 
asked, in a tone of tender sentiment ; and Goda exdaimed 
eagerly, 

" Then whilst you are here it will be a good opportunity 
for you to go and look at those cottages. We will take you 
there some day." 

" Hang the cottages 1" retorted Jack; "who cares to see 
them ? a fellow has something better to do than to spend 
his time exploring dirty tumble-down holes." 

" Then how can you expect others to live in such tumble- 
down holes?" replied the girl indignantly; "I am sure it 
was the draughts there gave that poor woman the cold that 
brought on her illness, and now she is d3ring of con- 
sumption." 

"Then why the dickens didn't she go and live somewhere 
else? it isn't my fault if people haven't the sense to know 
whether a place agrees with them or not; they were free to 
quit the mansion if it did not suit. Such weather as this, 
the tenants need not complain," he added with a careless 
laugh, " for it must be an advantage to get plenty of ven- 
tilation." 

" But unfortunately winter will come again," I suggested, 
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mildly, ''and if you leave the repairs to be done then, it will 
cause much more discomfort without being any less expen- 
sive ; perhaps more so, for the work might be hindered by 
frost or snow. Unless you intend them to fall into com- 
plete ruin and disuse, your wisest plan certainly would be to 
have them done up now." 

" They are a disgrace to the property," broke in Goda, 
'' and to you as the owner of the property. If it were only 
for the selfish motive of your own credit, you should have 
them made more respectable." 

" Of course they will be. Jack never said he wouldn't," 
put in Carrie, defensively, '' he only said he did not want to 
go and see them, and that is not necessary. Lovell can 
get them done, and we can look after their progress. Will 
you hand over the superintendence to us. Jack?" 

" Not I ! you would go in for * cottage hom/s' and run 
up no end of a bill I can't a£ford to spend much money 
over them. The rent is so low that they would soon be 
more loss than gain." 

It was evident he would rather not spend a farthing, if 
he could help it, over his fellow-creatures' comfort : and I 
walked on faster to vent my impatience, feeling as disgusted 
as Goda did at his selfish parsimony. 

" There is a noble lord of the manor for you !" she ob- 
served contemptuously, as we turned through the curious 
old turnstile-gate that gave access to the churchyard, to 
lengthen our walk this lovely summer evening by going a 
roundabout way home across the meadows. 
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It was one of those dear twilight hours when the sl^ 
looks like opal, and eveiy object stands out in softened dis- 
tinctness : the brook murmured faintly as it flowed under 
the little plank bridge, and a chorus of birds were twitter- 
ing their last good-night in the horse-chestnut trees. One 
felt that mere existence was a pleasure, unalloyed by any 
of those harassing doubts that brighter moments bring : and 
if even I felt it,* what must it have been to those two bdiind 
who followed loiteringly, absorbed in themselves and in 
each other ? It was not till we reached the last stile opening 
on to the Chadcester road, that they hastened their steps 
and overtook us, to propound a plan that Jack had been 
devising. 

" He wants us to go and spend the day at Beaumanoir 
to-morrow," said Carrie eagerly, '' to make arrangements for 
having a croquet party there sooil It would be very easy, 
wouldn't it. Aunt Gertie ? nothing like the ball, because the 
people would all be out on the lawns, and we should only 
have to get one room ready for the refreshments. Or we 
could even have them out of doors too." 

" That would hardly be safe," I answered, " in this uncer- 
tain climate ; but of course there would be no difficulty in 
preparing the library if Jack wishes it" 

" I tell Carrie it will be a good opportunity for her to get 
her hand in to acting hostess there," he remarked coolly, 
" I shall be proud to show her off as the future mistress of 
the place." 

" Indeed, I couldn't ! I shouldn't think of such a thing," 
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she exdaimed, with burning cheeks, — and Goda put in 
bluntly, 

'' Cairie would rather wait until she is really mistress of 
the place, when she would know well enough how to be- 
have without practising it beforehand When will that be, 
I wonder ? have you begun to think of it. Jack ?" 

'' That is for her to decide," he answered, rather taken 
aback, I thought, at the abruptness of the question, which 
amused me, but flustered poor Carrie dreadftilly, "when 
shall it be, Lina ? But even when that happy time comes, 
Beaumanoir will not profit by our presence, at least for 
some years to come. Fontnell would be such a dull hole to 
be buried alive in altogether, it would not suit either of us." 

" Then you will stay in the army, I suppose ? you have 
given up the idea of selling out ?" 

"Well, yes, for the present Parade work is an awful 
bore, but people are often getting up something to amus^ 
us, and I might be sony if I cut it altogether. There is 
another f(§te talked of at the Deanery, and I thought it 
would be only the correct thing for me to pay off all scores 
by giving some dSaix of the kind myself in return. What 
do you think?" 

" They would be pleased to come, no doubt," I said ab- 
sently, for I could not help being struck by his great want 
of eagerness, — almost amounting to avoidance, — to come to 
any decision on the point which most men in his position 
are most eager about But he changed the current of my 
thoughts by adding, 
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" There need not be a long invite, as I am only here for 
such a short time : would Friday suit you ?" 

No, it certainly would not, for Friday was to be the day 
of Goda's Confirmation : although we could scarcely realise 
it being so near, time had been flying by with such rapidity 
of late. Ever since Easter she had been preparing for it, 
first with Mr. Morant who was very kind and clear in 
his instructions; but she rejoiced, nevertheless, when a 
summons to leave home on important Church business, 
obliged him to hand over the task to his Curate for a week 
or two : after which, as Goda had hoped, it was never re- 
sumed. With Mr. Troyte she felt more ease and con- 
fidence, knowing him to be a sincere practiser of the views 
he held and taught. So that with the help of the books he 
lent her, Mary Troyte's influence, and my own assistance 
in her preparation at home, I think we thoroughly imbued 
her with a knowledge of the doctrine of Confirmation, its 
blessings and duties. 

The scene in our pretty little Church on that Friday after- 
noon was one which remains clearly stamped on the pages 
of my memory. The coloured sunlight shining in through 
the small south windows in the chancel : the throng of 
people behind the candidates, come to see the sight and 
hear the Bishop : the rows of white-capped maidens, many 
of them very coarse and rustic in their appearance ; and 
last, but by no means least, our Lord Bishop himself— small 
in stature, but great in fame — ^whose extreme dignity of 
manner and slow, impressive utterance, marked him as one 
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set apart from all the other cleigy, a lord and father of the 
Church. 

His address to the young audience who had come before 
him to renew their Baptismal vows, was touchingly affec- 
tionate and simple ; his power being always to adapt him- 
self to his congregation. But we, who had heard him 
preach where he was free to display his rare gifts of oratory, 
were disappointed in it; and looked forward to hearing 
more of the fire of genius we had expected, on the following 
day at Chadcester, where we were going to see our boy Alec 
confirmed amongst his schoolfellows. 

Goda looked very grave and self-possessed as she walked 
past us ; and though I believe she was quite unconscious of 
it, she had never looked nicer in her life. She was all in 
white, simple enough, for her dress was only a figured one, 
— ^but I had an objection to any colour less pure for a Con- 
firmation dress : and her cap, which Carrie's skilful fingers 
had made in a most becoming shape, was of plain white 
tulle. If Carrie herself had been the wearer, she might 
have been too conscious of her own interesting appearance 
to be able rightly to enter into the solemn act in which she 
was engaged : but Coda's nature was very different. It was 
more capable of great interests and desires, less apt to run 
in the narrow groove of self : and my heart was full of thank- 
fulness and an earnest hope that her future might bear out 
the fair promise of her youth, when I joined in the prayer 
that was said solemnly over her bowed head. 

This was the second of our children who had reached the 
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eve of life's battle, for which we called in the Church's aid 
to prepare them ; and to-morrow a third would be added 
to the list How would they bear themselves in the fiay? 
they had no notion yet of what they might be called upon 
to do or to suffer. When the trial hour came, would they 
remember these vows that they had made, and fight man- 
fully : or would they allow themselves to be overcome? It 
was a deeply anxious question, and at such times especially 
I felt what an awful responsibility it was to have the training 
of these motherless children committed to my care. But I 
knew it had come in the path of duty most clearly opened 
before me, and therefore I trusted that help would be given 
in proportion to the greatness of the task, to enable me to 
fulfil it faithfully and with success. 



CHAPTER XI. 

" O ye Hoars ! ye sunny Hours 
Floatiog lightly by. 
Are ye come with birds ind flowers. 

Odours ind blue skyf 
O ye Honis t ye mnny Hours I 

In your silent Sow, 
Ye ire mighty, nighty powers 1 
Bring ye bliss or woe?" 

Mks. He mans. 

'T'HE day on which I write this is very different from the 
one I am going to recall ; for that was in the height 
of midsummeT, when the glare of sunlight drew a haze over 
the deep blue sky, and only a few birds chirruped lazily in 
the thick walls of ivy that enclosed Beaumanoir. As the 
sun declined, the house cast a welcome shadow over us, 
through which no bunting lays could penetrate as they do 
through even the densest trees; and our spirits rose to 
the capad^ of enjoying the peace&l beauty of the scene 
around. 

We were lounging under the trees on the side lawn, with 
the pictiuresque old manor behind us, and the park spread 
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out in front, small in extent but veiy pretty in its undula- 
tions, and well studded with clumps of horse-chestnut and 
beech trees, which afforded pleasant bits of shade for the 
eye to rest upon. The pond, too, gave just the refreshing 
gleam of water necessary to the completion of the picture ; 
but there was nothing to be seen beyond, no distant view, 
for trees shut us in on all sides ; and Goda's quick eye even 
discovered a glimpse of the park paling visible in one place 
about a quarter of a mile distant. 

"They must have been cutting down some trees there," 
she exclaimed ; " what a shame ! I wonder if Jack knows of 
it. The place will be quite spoilt if they show how small 
it is by letting the boundary be seen. I am sure Carrie 
won't like that." 

We had been building a great deal that day upon Carrie's 
future reign there. After luncheon, when we left the 
Colonel and Beau to the peaceful enjoyment of their cigars, 
we had gone up stairs ; and finding the empty rooms de- 
lightfully cool, we had wandered about there for an hour 
or more planning future arrangements, — ^which was to be 
the boudoir, which the best bedrooms, and which we were 
to occupy when we stayed with Mrs. Bradwardine, — for 
although we lived so near, she insisted that that was to be 
no reason against our paying her visits, which was one of 
the great pleasures she looked forward to. Even I was to 
go, for Goda would soon be old enough to keep house at 
Holm Lodge, and then we could take it by turns to leave 
home and have a little rest and change. 



FONTNELL S. CHAD. 127 

It certainly was a most charming house, roomy and yet 
cosy, manor-like and yet home-like. I almost envied Carrie 
the prospect of being mistress there, and regretted that we 
were not to have the pleasure sooner of seeing her installed 
in that position, for which her dignified grace of figure 
and manner, even more than her beauty, so eminently fitted 
her. But perhaps it would have made us too proud and 
^ set up,' — who knows what little minds we have until we 
are tried ? — ^and of course there could be no doubt that it 
would be far better for Jack to remain in his profession 
than to begin, at his age, the selfish unrestrained life of an 
idle country squire. 

Carrie's choice was divided on the subject She would 
have enjoyed the grandeur of such a home, and the import- 
ance of being lady of the manor ; but still there w^ great 
charm to her country-bred mind in the thought of town 
life in the midst of a r^ment, where there would always 
be a chance of gaiety and movement, and plenty of oppor- 
tunity to show off her own and her husband's beauty, and 
to hear it said that there was no handsomer couple to be 
seen wherever they went ! Either alternative was so plea- 
sant to her that the sunshine of her prospects was im- 
douded, and she lived in a rose-coloured glamour of hope, 
— became much addicted to singing sentimental love-songs 
and gay French ballads as an outlet to her feelings, and 
entered into every plan for enjoyment — especially in Beau's 
inspiriting presence — ^with a joyousness quite unlike her 
usual placid serenity. 
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She was as active as any of them in hdping to prepare 
the al fresco tea which Gertrude and Agnes had b^ged for, 
although it was not in my power absolutely to give consent; 
I was afraid Mrs. Williams, the housekeeper, mig^ tnm 
crusty if I suggested such a troublesome idea, so I left the 
children to manage it their own way; and they, little coax- 
ing fairies, with their tossing hsdr and imploring eyes, soon 
came over her. It would be worth the trouble for once in 
a way to give pleasure to such wiiming pleaders, I suppose 
she thought, and granted willingly as a &vour what she 
would have grumbled at as an order. You see I had not 
lived nearly half a century in the world without learning 
the art of using that priceless instrument for the promotion 
of peace and concord, — ^the " oiled feather !" 

After all she had no extra work, for the company under- 
took to do all the fetching and carrying themselves — Alec 
and Teddie, whose holidays had just begun, bdng pressed 
into the service, for which they rewarded themselves by 
tasting all the good things consigned to their care; whilst 
I received and arranged the dishes, and Jack was the only 
lazy one, who laughed at our sudden access of energy, and 
whose utmost attempt to help was limited to relieving 
Carrie of her burden now and then. Getting things cleared 
away afterwards was not done with such magic speed, for 
many of the thoughtless young workers disappeared, utterly 
forgetful of any further need of their services ; but Goda 
stayed, as usual, to be my helper, and we two were the last 
to stroll away from the lawn. 
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"I do wish they could come and settle down here at 
once," said Goda, regretfully eyeing the muUioned windows 
deep set in the ivy, which made the great house look like a 
cool snug nest ; " wouldn't it have been nice, Aunt Gertie, 
if Jack had only been a sensible fellow who could have spent 
his time usefully, looking after the estate, and doing good 
in the world — a sort of philanthropist, in fact ?" 

^^Even dispensing with his superfine appearance ?*' I 
asked, "for you could scarcely expect one man to be so 
thoroughly furnished with gifb both inside and out; he 
would be more than human." 

"No, he might have had faults, a bad temper, for in- 
stance — " 

" Carrie would not thank you !" I interposed. 

'^ But not such little faults as he has ; not to be selfish 
and mean — of course a philanthropist could not be. But 
I should not like him to have been a bit less handsome 
than he is. I like to be proud of my belongings, and what 
a pair they make !" 

"You must be satisfied with that," I answered, "content 
yourself with the reflection that you are highly favoured in 
that respect, and make the best of all other deficiencies 
which can't be helped. If he had been all that is noble 
and excellent in character, and veiy plain, I suppose you 
would then have been dissatisfied with his want of beauty." 

" Of course ! I should like a brother-in-law whom we 
could have been proud of in every respect, — ^who was noble 
both in mind and persoa" 
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" No doubt, — one of those impossible heroes who only 
exist in youthful imaginations. I hope you may have the 
rare luck ever to meet with such a one, but my experience 
has always been to find gifts divided with a more equal 
balance, — ^mind superior to body, or the other way, — or 
else smaller gifts of each in proportion. Now Jack, you 
see, has all his wealth on the surface, so it is no use looking 
for more in the depths." 

"The worst of him is,"«aid Goda, "that no power on 
earth seems strong enough to cure his selfishness, not even 
the * power of love' one hears so much about. One would 
have thought Carrie might have influenced him, as he seems 
so fond ot her ; but Jack will not be induced to care for 
anything but his own selfish pleasure. The fact is, he is 
too good-looking himself really to appreciate other people's 
charms. Carrie is more a slave to his beauty than he to 
hers. If I were she I should not like that." 

" Then you will have to look out for some one plainer 
than yourself !" 

" Dear me, he would have to be a fright !" laughed she 
in all sincerity ; for having a pretty sister growing up on 
each side of her had given her a humble opinion of her 
own appearance. " No, I was putting myself in her posi- 
tion, as one who has all her life been accustomed to homage, 
and would naturally expect it more than ever now; though 
as far as outward homage goes she has no lack to complain 
of certainly. Look at him now !" for in following a shrub- 
bery walk that led to the enclosed pond I have mentioned 
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before we had stumbled unintentionally upon the two, who 
were standing on the green bank at the water's edge, and 
before we could beat a retreat they had discovered us. 

"Isn't this a perfect boudoir of Nature's own devising? 
look at the transparent pavement," cried Carrie poetically, 
pointing to the clear water which reflected a green fringe of 
foliage all over it, except where there was a patch of deep 
blue sky in the centre ; " what a place to float about in a 
boat listening to the birds, or watching the stars at night." 

" And smoking," put in Beau prosaically. 

"Which means, I suppose, that you are longing for a 
cigar now? well, have one; no one objects to the scent 
out of doors. Oh, Aunt Gertie, isn't it a delicious even- 
ing !" she continued, slipping her arm through mine with 
a deep sigh of happiness, " I wish such days as these never 
came to an end, or that life was made up of them altoge- 
ther. Life is so beautiful in the summer." 

"But you wouldn't wish it to be always summer, Lina? 
what a drawback it would be to balls. Dancing in hot 
weather is an awful bore." 

" Oh, I don't care for balls so much now as I used to do. 
They are nice enough, but one can do very well without 
them," replied Carrie, with a look that said plainly, " Now 
I have youy I want nothing more !" but Jack did not take 
in the sentiment, and returned it with a careless, 

" Oh, cpme, Lina, don't you begin turning unsociable ! 
one comfort, when winter comes your taste for them will 
come back fast enough. They are the jolliest things going i" 
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" Shall we go for a walk?" asked Goda abruptly, thinking 
perhaps that his want of sympathy might jar upon her 
sister's feelings; and the proposal was readily accepted. 
I saw what had been another motive for her suggestion 
when she led the way so as to bring us out into the Manor 
lane, through a gate dose to the group of dilapidated 
cottages. 

" Now, Jack, here you are," she exclaimed triumphantly, 
"you can see with your own eyes what a state these win- 
dows and doors are in, and inside the walls are black with 
smoke, and want whitewashing dreadfully. Do come in 
and have a look whilst you are so near, the people will be 
proud and delighted to see you." 

" I dare say, and would inflict a chorus of complaints upon 
me. Catch me at it ! they would expect half-crowns all 
round, which I can't afford. Lovell spoke to me this morn- 
ing, and I told him to get something done to the con- 
founded hovels, so there's an end of it !" 

He spoke with imusual gruffness, and there was an end 
of it. Goda gave him up as hopeless, and made no further 
attempts to convert him into a philanthropical landlord; 
whilst Carrie, I believe, was too afraid of boring him to 
persist in any subject which he found distasteful. I am 
afraid she did not try to use her influence to improve him^ 
at least in that respect, but there is some consolation in 
feeling sure that it would have made no difference if she 
had. His selfishness was too ingrained for any human 
power to cure it. 
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A gay party gathered on the Beaumanoir lawns next day, 
many bringing their own croquet sets, and their own ser- 
vants as well, so that the fSte passed off with great ease and 
idat. 

Of course all the society of Fontnell S. Chad were there ; 
amongst them Mr. and Mrs. Troyte, with little Isobel to 
keep our children company; and even the Rector, although 
he had none of his family at home to bring, came alone 
like a gay bachelor. I believe he would not have missed 
it on any account, for a fashionable assemblage was the 
veiy element in which he most shone and enjoyed shining; 
and besides the genial affability that made him an immense 
favourite in public, he won renown by his skilful handling 
of the mallet,. which I have noticed to be a gift natural to 
most men, although it is supposed to be more especially a 
ladies' game. 

There were ten sets of croquet down, so that all who 
cared to play were able to do so, whilst the others sat and 
listened to the band, or talked company talk, which was 
apt, when intimates got together, to turn into confidential 
gossip ; the substantial comfort of the picturesque surround- 
ings no doubt suggesting to many mothers' minds a natural 
envy of my niece's good fortune. 

" Carrie Gascoyne is a lucky girl," I overheard one mater- 
familias remark, "to have secured such a home as this. 
But then it is only by putting up with a foolish, empty- 
headed fellow, who has nothing but his good looks to re- 
commend him." 
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"True enough, Mrs. Bradford," I assented mentally, 
" but I am much mistaken if his foUy or his empty head 
would have been as apparent to you if he had requested 
the honour of being your son-in-law ! objects look so dif- 
ferent seen from different points of view.** 

" When is the wedding to come off?" was nearly every 
one's question, until I felt quite small at being as much 
in the dark as themselves, and tired of putting off their 
curiosity with the answer (which was perfectly true, although 
it served as an excuse) that we dreaded losing our dear 
girl, and she was young enough to wait a little; the day 
was not yet fixed. 

Nevertheless I wondered when it would be decided, and 
began to be surprised at the delay, for which there was not 
any reason beyond the one I have mentioned, which to 
most young men, and to Jack especially, would have been 
no reason at all if he had been in any hurry to secure his 
prize. He had not to wait for his captaincy, his private 
fortune made him independent of promotion ; and I did 
not like the risk of a long engagement with a man who up 
till now, in lesser affairs of course, had always proved him- 
self fickle and inconstant. 

" If he is going to change his mind, better it was before 
marriage than after," replied the Colonel in his practical 
way, blindly incredulous of such a risk when I mentioned 
it to him ; and the truth of his remark I could not gainsay. 
But when Carrie had so completely set her heart upon 
Beau, I could not bear the idea of such a sad possibility. 
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and would have made any effort to avert it : feeling sure 
that once married, she would have no difficulty in keeping 
his affection. If he had expressed the least wish for the 
wedding to take place before the end of the year, I would 
have seconded it willingly for her sake, and we could have 
been preparing all these summer months to be ready by the 
autumn. Even now it was not too late, and thinking this 
a favoiuable opportunity for me to put a spoke in the wheel 
of events, I took advantage of it 

^' Every one seems to take a great interest in your affairs. 
Jack," I remarked with — I must confess it — manoeuvring 
simplicity, "have you promised to give a ball on your 
wedding day, that makes them all so anxious to know when 
it is to be ?" 

" I ? no. What would be the use when I couldn't be 
there myself to enjoy it ? it would be a waste of powder and 
shot If such a thing were stirring I should be awfully sorry 
to go away from it" 

"What, even with your bride? you deserve that she 
should be Leslie Adams 1" I exclaimed with impatient scorn, 
" those are just her sentiments, and you would suit her ad- 
mirably, — ^a well-matched pair 1" 

" Who will never be paired, I hope," laughed Jack, " I 
leave her for Wynch : but he won't commit the enormity, 
although he is making such a fool of himself — and of her. 
He makes no end of game of her at mess." 

"Which is very wrong of him, although it serves her 
right," I could not help adding : for if there was one of my 
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neighbours with whom I had no patience, it was that I^e 
Adams. "She comits upon being one of Game's brides- 
maidsy but that we are all agreed against Fortonatdy 
there will be almost more than enough without her." 

"How would next spring do?" inquired Jack; "that 
would give you plenty of time for all your fandangles ; and 
Carrie and I are agreed that it would be joUy fun to have 
another winter season before we are bound by the laws of 
etiquette not to dance together. That would be such an 
awfiil nuisance." 

So from that day, the following Easter was looked for- 
ward to as the grand climax of all the happy excitement ; 
and fingers began to be busy with embroidery and point- . 
lace for the adornment of the trousseau, or pretty household 
ornaments for wedding gifts. 



CHAPTER XII. 

** Life is passing ! let ns go 
Onward still ! 
Welcome joy, or welcome woe^ 

If it be God's will: 
Every troubled wave that rolls 
Nearer Heaven will waft ou* souls." 

F. W. H. 

TT was not until August that I prevailed upon Maiy 
Troyte to agree to a plan which I had been uiging all the 
summer : namely to bring her baby and nurse, and be my 
visitor at the seaside for a few weeks : taking advantage of 
the two passages through London to consult a physician, 
and leaving Isobel and Dunnie at Holm Lodge under my 
niece's care. 

Mrs. Morant was back by then, and was ready, even 
anxious, to receive them into her niusery : but the children 
did not feel at home at the Rectory, and begged almost 
with tears in their eyes, not to be left there 1 Poor little 
things, I could sympathise with them ; for I really believe 
even I, at my advanced age, should have felt terribly home- 
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sick in that busy, brusque household. And as our invita- 
tion had been unquestionably given first, there could be no 
offence in its being accepted, — ^with what joyful anticipations 
on the part of all the children it is difficult to express. 

The Rector, however, did everything he could to make 
the journey easy, with that active kindliness which was a 
strong point in his natiure, and always came uppermost when 
any one was in need or in trouble. 

He drove us himself to the railway station in his com- 
fortable carriage and pair, to prevent Mrs. Troyte's little 
strength being taxed by the jolting of a hired vehicle ; and 
was as gentle and attentive as Mr. Troyte himself in his 
care for us and our luggage. 

The physician's report of Mary's case was just what I had 
expected. There was a slight internal rupture which ought 
to have been carefully attended to from the first : when 
with perfect rest and every remedy that science could sup- 
ply, she might in time have entirely recovered : but now 
the difficulty was much increased. Still, the evil might be 
arrested if she would be very carefiil and follow implicitly 
all his orders and prescriptions. A few weeks by the sea 
was the very best thing he could have recommended, and 
he hoped to see her looking and feeling much better when 
she passed through London on her way back. 

I thought Mrs. Troyte's spirits would be cast down by 
the certainty that there was something more than weakness 
to contend against, and especially that the long neglect of 
it had been injurious — ^which, to me, was the most painful 
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part of the knowledge : but it was not so with her. She 
came away from the interview relieved, and even cheerful. 

" Well, I could not have had perfect rest, if all the doctors 
in the world had seen me and ordered it," she remarked, 
" it would have been out of the question. And I had every 
comfort and support, so that I am just where I should have 
been anyhow. That is a comfort: now I hope Douglas 
won't go on tormenting himself with reproaches for not 
having made me see a physician sooner. How delightful 
to think the ordeal is over, and that we are really on our 
way to the dear, beautiful sea !" and her spirits never once 
flagged, although she grew dreadfully white and jaded before 
the end of the journey.' 

The first glimpse of the blue line of waters sparkling in 
the summer evening sunshine revived her, and my first care 
on reaching our lodgings was to get her some tea and make 
her lie down on a sofa which we wheeled up to the window, 
for her eyes to have their fill of the grand refreshing sight. 
But there were so many intervening objects passing to and 
fro on the esplanade, whose '^ pink of fashion costumes," as 
she observed, " were irresistible to the female eye," that her 
headache grew worse instead of better, and she was soon 
nothing loth to follow my advice and go to bed. After 
which I sat alone for some time, listening to the soothing 
murmur of the waves, and watching the darkening expanse 
of water with its restless fringe of white foam, which re- 
mained pre-eminent now in the scene, when all passers-by 
were hidden by the veil of dusL 
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I never spent three weeks in such peacefully pleasant 
company in all the rest of my life. Maiy Tro3rte was not 
lively — I should have tired of her if she had been — ^but her 
simple fim was always springing up spontaneously, like a 
fresh stream under the solid depths of her nature and ever 
ready to appear on the surface : whilst the brave sweetness 
of her temper was beyond anything I had ever met with 
before, or can ever dare hope to again. 

If there was a bright side to a subject, she always saw it, 
and made an effort, I believe, to keep her mind fixed upon 
it, instead of giving room for gloomy or rebellious thoughts 
by allowing herself to dwell longingly upon pleasiures or 
blessings that were denied. And her faith in an all-loving 
and all-guiding Providence was practically evident in the 
complete surrender of her own will to whatever seemed her 
duty, even in the most trifling events of daily life. 

Even the longing, which seemed most worthy, to be a 
constant attendant at the frequent daily services of the 
Church, she denied herself, because the fatigue of going 
more than once a day did her harm ; and her object was 
to gain as much good as possible during this sojourn, to 
make her more fit for exertion afterwards. And she stayed 
away as cheerfuUy as if it were no disappointment to her, 
although I knew it was the privilege, of all others, which 
she valued most highly. 

We spent many hours on the beach, both morning and 

ev^ung, where the nursemaid revelled in the gay novelty 

the scene, and baby Noel was an mifaUing source of 
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pleasure, for she inherited her mother's disposition, and was 
as good and unrufRed as could be, the little pet ! Maiy 
sometimes wished the other children were there too, amongst 
the hosts of little diggers and bathers who looked so su- 
premely happy : or regretted that while she was enjoying 
herself, her husband was living a lonely bachelor life : but 
she did not fret about them, and whilst bearing the unavoid- 
able discomforts of scorching heat, weakness, and pain like 
a philosopher,, she made the most of every passing pleasure 
like a child. 

What a companion to pass through life with ! I quite 
envied Mr. Troyte, and felt myself shamed by her example 
many and many a time. How had she — not much more 
than half my age — ^learnt so perfectly lessons of faith and 
patience, which I was far from having attained yet? I 
found it was in the school of adversity through which she 
had passed in her younger days : a school very hard to en- 
dure, but which sometimes bears such rich fruits : for in the 
dose intimacy of those weeks together, I heard a great deal 
about her past life which had brought her much experience 
of trial and affliction. 

The years since her marriage had been the brightest she 
had known, and now a cloud was coming over them, but 
she tried not to murmur. Only once I saw her resignation 
giving way, when we were watching a young mother on the 
beach near us, surrounded by a little flock of children whose 
search for sea treasures she was gaily sharing — clambering 
about the bed of sunken rocks as actively as any of them. 
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I was comparing her sadly in my own mind with the poor 
weak girl beside me, when Mary's voice startled me, it was 
so unusually envious and repining. 

"What a happy creature!" she exclaimed, "to be well 
and strong, and able to enjoy her children. That is just 
how I used to imagine I should be — ^a companion and play- 
fellow, a sort of elder sister to my children, but now they 
will not remember me as an3rthing but a staid old woman ! 
Oh, I never knew the blessing of health until I lost it 
Now, that girl can do her duty by her husband and make 
home comfortable, however poor they may be : for she could 
do things herself, and have twice as much comfort with half 
the expense we are put to since I have been good-for- 
nothing. And I used to pride myself so much upon my good 
management ! Perhaps that is why I am made useless, to 
teach me that it was not owing to any power of my own : 
but it is hard to be a burden instead of a help in one's home 
— ^very hard !" she ended, turning away to pick up pebbles 
to hide the tears in her eyes — the first tears of rebellion I 
had ever seen there. 

" It is hard to feel so," I answered, " but I am sure Mr. 
Tro)rte would not agree to the truth of it, as a fact, any more 
than I do. I am certain he would say you had been a greater 
help to him even in your weakness, than any one else could 
have been in their strength ; and this trial of ill-health is no 
doubt sent for some good end. I need not remind j/w of 
that, dear, when you know it could not have come upon you 
without being God's will" 
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" Yes, it is God's will,*' she answered after a pause, in a 
quiet submissive tone that showed what magic power those 
words had over her ; " one has to keep on sa)dng that over 
and over again, every day and all day long, or I don't know 
how we could possibly bear all the crosses and sorrows of 
life. I must not complain, for I know it is God's will that 
we should be poor and anxious about many things : and 
that dear father should remain in such a helpless state that 
Fanny cannot either leave him or bring him to be with us. 
That is even a greater trial to her than to me, for she thinks 
I am very bad and does so long to come. But we must tiy 
to be patient and thankful for all the mercies we have, and 
leave the rest to a Higher wisdom. It is such a comfort to 
know that all things are ordered for us, and will work toge- 
ther for our good." 

The words were simple enough, but I have never forgotten 
them, for it was a wonderfully rare thing for Mary Troyte 
to speak of her feelings : and they were a revelation of in- 
ward struggles that no one could have suspected under her 
sunny demeanour. They revealed the pure atmosphere of 
faith and hope in which her inmost life was spent — the 
secret of her enduring sweetness which had been such a 
marvel to me : and from that day my respect for her deep- 
ened almost into reverence, although I dare say most people 
would have been amazed at my associating such a word with 
one, whose light playful manner hid her real self from their 
knowledge. 

Our letters from Holm Lodge were of the cheeriest. 
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Isobel was having daSy music lessons, and Dunnie constant 
practice in riding and driving our little pony, which were 
the greatest of earthly delights to them : and they seemed 
quite happy and satisfied, the girls wrote word, except at 
bed-time, when a few tears were alwa3rs shed for want of 



" mamma." 



''Dear little things!" commented Maiy, with glistening 
eyes ; '' they have their little drawbacks too to spoil their 
pleasure ; but I am selfish enough to be glad to hear it I 
should not like to feel that they never missed me." 

The young party at home with their indulgent fether 
seemed as happy as the days were long; but soon a doud 
arose in Carrie's "great heaven of blue." 

A rumour came that Jack's regiment was to be removed 
from Chadcester ; and then, whilst she was still hoping that 
it was not true, or would not be confirmed for some months 
at least, the order arrived with the usual suddenness of 
military movements, and a few weeks later saw it relentlessly 
carried into effect. The familiar faces gone, new ones in 
their stead, and a dreary blank of unexpected disappoint- 
ment for Carrie, who had built confidently upon having the 
pleasure of Beau's society both at home and abroad through- 
out the winter. 

I got home in time to hear his regrets, which were un- 
doubtedly sincere, for he lost his temper and abused the 
authorities with an energy that nothing but personal annoy- 
ance would have roused in him. But though it may have 
been some consolation to Came to see that the disappoint- 
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ment was mutual, it did not reconcile her to the separation 
which, after all, ought not to have been such a terrible trial 
as she seemed to find it 

If she had felt any real trust in him, a few months loss of 
his company would not have affected her spirits so deeply ] 
but I believe that in spite of her glorious confidence in her 
own charms, she dreaded his going out of the immediate 
influence of them with a jealous dread, and that was what 
made the parting seem so unendurable. 

For some weeks after his departure she was down in the 
lowest depths of gloom — quite unlike our usually placid- 
tempered Carrie — ^and looked at everything through the 
darkest-hued spectacles. Everything was a weariness to 
her j the Harvest Home — ^which our Rector had instituted, 
and valiantly struggled to keep up in spite of most of the 
farmers' reluctance — worst of all, for it involved a good 
deal of exertion, for which she was not in the least in^i 
clined. 

Fortunately Leslie Adams was a host in herself, and 
would blithely have undertaken to decorate the Church and 
tent entirely with her own hands, I believe, if it had been 
necessary, for she was in rattling spirits. The thought of a 
fresh set of officers at Chadcester was elixir to her — ^like the 
scent of battle to a war-horse ; it meant new hosts to con- 
quer, and she wasted very few regrets over those who were 
gone. But then she had no especial cause for regret like 
poor Carrie, to whom all was flat, stale, and unprofitable 
without her handsome lord of the manor, who was to have 

L 
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added such importance to her on that day, by his attend- 
ance and devotion. 

I think she felt it more because he might have come back 
for It if he had chosen, and did not \ by no means to our 
surpnse, for he had threatened all along to absent himself, 
for fear of being called upon to make a landowner's speech, 
which was not at all in his line : and it was only under pro- 
test that he had promised to put in an appearance some 
time in the afternoon when the "speechifying" would be 
over. So that, of course, he was only too glad to avail him- 
self of such a good excuse for getting out of it altogether. 
But I wondered if even he would not have given up his own 
choice to gratify Carrie, if he had known how thoroughly 
his absence would destroy her pleasure. 

The people were stupid, she said. Of all the gay crowd 
assembled round the luncheon tables in the upper tent— 
for Mr. Morant took this opportunity of returning the 
hospitalities of all his neighbours — there was not one 
she cared to speak to. The glee-singing by the choir 
was a failure — the speeches were nothing but soap and 
sugar — the fumes of tobacco from the men's pipes after 
dinner were suffocating — the band was execrably out of 
time and tune — ^the fireworks were not worth looking at; 
and even the moonlight which flooded the Lawnswood 
meadows and trees with softened beauty before the festivi- 
ties were over, bringing out the picturesque outline of the 
flagged white tent, and gleaming on the old Church tower 
amongst the trees beyond— even that was melancholy 1 It 
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was too beautiful — and one could not forget how soon it 
would pass away, for beautiful things never lasted in this 
world, she sighed fretfully. 

Poor Carrie ! it had been a very different day from the 
triumphant pleasure she had expected this Harvest Home 
to be. 




CHAPTER XIII. 

*' I know that we shall miss her, in the evening and the dawn, 
In our converse round the fireside, in our walk upon the lawn ; 
I know that we shall miss her, in our miith and in our care. 
In the breaking of our bread, and in the breathing of our prayer." 

W. M. Praed. 

" TTERE we are, Aunt Gertie, did you think we were 
lost?" said Goda, appearing in her walking dress 
at the drawing-room door in the early dusk of an autumn 
evening. 

She and Gertrude had been out ever since dinner, and 
I was beginning to wonder what had become of them. 

" Yes, I was just looking out for your father to ask him 
to go and meet you. Have you walked home by your- 
selves ?" 

" No, Mr. Troyte came with us. We should not have 
been so late, only they persuaded us to stay tea, because 
Mr. Smith came in and was going to have tea with them ; 
and Mr. Tro3rte said we should have a double escort if we 
would stay, for he was going to walk back with him part of 
the way to Chadcester." 
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''What a long walk for Mr. Smith on such a cold night/' 
remarked Carrie, who had lighted a candle on the daven- 
port to enable her to go on writing to Jack \ one of those 
long pleasant letters which she knew so well how to write. 

'' Yes, and he looks so thin and white, poor man, as if 
he were wearing himself out with hard work." 

" He is wonderfully zealous and energetic," I ani^wered, 
''the veiy man for such a trying town parish, and one who 
will work on until he drops, I should imagine." 

"He is one of the wiry kind, all sinews and nothing 
else," said Goda; quaintly, " Mrs. Tro)rte says he has al- 
ways looked the same ever since she knew him, and yet he 
seems well, and strong enough for any amount of hard la- 
bour ! She sent her love to you both, and seemed so much 
better." 

" It is a comfort to hear that, for I was afraid the drive 
I took her yesterday was too long," said Carrie, "and that 
she would be over-tired by it" 

" No, she has had good news this morning, and is re- 
joicing in the prospect of her sister coming down here for 
part of the winter. It appears an aunt of theirs who was 
lately left a widow in India is coming home, and she will 
take charge of her brother, old Mr. Brand, to leave Miss 
Brand free to come and pay a visit here at last. How she 
must be looking forward to it! I know if Mary Tro3rte 
were my sister I could not bear to be separated from her." 

" Did the children say anything about the rides I promised 
them ?" asked Carrie. 
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" No, but I say, Carrie, that reminds me. Dumiie's birth- 
day is on Thursday, I find — ^not the 30th, as we thought— 
and there is that sailor suit for him not even cut out yet 
What ever shall we do Y* 

** Set to work at once and make it, I suppose,'^ was the 
placid reply. 

''But there is hardly time, is there? if I wasn't such a 
stupid at cutting out, and sure to make a mess of it, I could 
begin at once, whilst you are at tea, for I have had mine. 
Haven't you nearly done that letter ?" 

" Oh, it can wait," said Carrie, taking the hint with her 
usual obliging sweet temper, and cheerfully putting aside 
her writing, although I knew she had been anxious not to 
miss another post, " it would have been done before, only I 
was hindered by a visitation from Leslie Adams. Aren't 
you sorry to have missed it ?" 

" Oh, dreadfully ! what did she talk about ?" 

'' Chiefly about Captain Watson, whom she has discovered 
to be an old Scarborough friend, and says ' the dear old fel- 
low was so delighted to meet her again !' But where is that 
blue serge, Goda ? I can cut it out before tea," and Carrie 
was soon warbling blithely to the snip of the scissors, a 
popular ditty which was hardly appropriate to her own case, 

** I have no wife to bother my life, 
No lover to prove untrue I 
But the whole day long, with a laugh and a song, 
I paddle my own canoe.'' 

" Did you try-in the village for some buttons ?" she asked, 
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breaking off suddenly in the middle of a verse as the want 
occurred to her, " it does not matter, they are sure not to 
have the right kind there. We must go into Chadcester 
to-morrow/ and get some brass anchor buttons to smarten 
him up, dear little Dunnie." 

"And to get some toys," put in Goda. 

" Yes, and I want a few small paper flags to adorn his 
birthday cake. Mind, Aunt Gertie, that cake is to be my 
affair ! Cook and I are going to cover it with white sugar, 
and it will be such a size as to make his round mouth and 
eyes open in astonishment." 

" Oh, what fun," exclaimed Agnes, "and you will send a 
pot of medlar jelly, won't you. Auntie ? Gertrude and I are 
going to have tea there." 

A conclusion which made the request sound anything 
but disinterested, but I knew the child did not mean it in 
that way. 

We all entered willingly into the preparations for making 
Dimnie Tro3rte's fifth birthday as bright as possible, and we 
had a merry hour after tea \ none entering more gaily into 
the talk and laughter than Carrie, whose fingers at the same 
time were the quickest of any. But the Cojonel slept 
through it all in his arm-chair, after finishing the " Times 3" 
and was only roused by the children's good-nights to look 
roimd for some amusement 

" What are you two girls so busy about ?" he inquired, 
" making some of your wedding finery, Carrie, eh?" 

"No, papa, it is something for my little sweetheart. 
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Dtmnie," she replied, holding up the sailor jsicket for in- 
spection, and carolling out the first line of another of her 
&vourite ballads, 

*' I know a little bird that singSy 
Sweetheart, sweetheart !" 

"And I know a little bird that sings, too,'' replied the 
Colonel, " come, give us a song now, child, if you can spare 
time from that tailoring business." 

"Yes, in one minute. Which shall it be ?" asked Carrie, 
as she rose to cross the room with that peculiar grace and 
erectness of figure that made her look so tall and dignified. 
She was a giil whom any father would be sony to lose, and 
any husband proud to gain as the ornament of his home ; 
and I often found myself, in the anticipation of losing her, 
trjdng to draw in my mind a faithful imprint of every line 
of her pretty features, and every curve of her soft brown 
hair. 

" Not that thing you began just now," replied her father, 
" I don't want to hear a word about sweethearts. It re- 
minds me of that tiresome fellow who is going to cany you 
off so soon. It will be strange without you in the old 
home, Carrie." 

"I am not going for an age yet, papa," she replied, 
stooping to kiss him affectionately as she passed his chair, 
" we won't talk about it till the winter is over, for I hate 
the thought of leaving home and all of you. That is the 
worst of getting married !" 
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" Youll get over it, my dear," said the Colonel philoso- 
phically, "and so shall we, no doubt When your real 
home is only next door, as one may say, we can't consider 
it much of a parting. Now, go and sing something lively." 

"Come, then. Aunt Gertie, I want you," said Carrie, 
calling for me to play her accompaniments ; and we had 
the pleasure of listening to song after song in the sweet, 
pathetic, treble voice that we all loved so well. 

I could not bear to think of home without her, this dear, 
caressing niece, who was my invaluable right hand in the 
household; and who, now that the period of her stay 
amongst us was limited to a few months only, seemed to 
cling to us all more fondly and helpfully than ever. 

We had fallen back into our old quiet habits, like in 
the days before Carrie was grown up, and the change was 
not unwelcome to me; but the Colonel, as well as his 
daughter, found it very dull without Jack and his friends 
dropping in constantly at any hour of the day. Jack's first 
letters had been highly satisfactory, for he complained of the 
intense stupidity of their new quarters, and the plainness 
of all the girls, which had made Carrie able to laugh and 
sing again with her former serenity ; but the attractions of 
the place developed when the gay season came on, and 
his letters consequently became rarer, and more lively in 
tone. 

Chadcester found a great difference in its society this 
winter, for the officers of the new regiment were a much 
poorer and less dashing set than the last; and as there did 
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not happen to be any eligible yoong men of lank or fortune 
amongst them, the neighbourhood did not think it worth 
while to trouble to give many entertainments in their 
honour. And those that were given at houses where they 
were an annual matter of course, lost much of their zest by 
contrast with the unusual attractions of last year. 

As to Canie, she had no desire to go out anywhere, and 
was as glad to be saved the trouble of dressing, and to stay 
quietly at home, when we could find a good excuse for 
doing so, as the Colonel or I were; and that is saying a 
great deal, for we rejoiced entirely at escaping the penance 
of long cold drives and the wear and tear of nights spent 
in dissipation, instead of in our peaceful beds. Carrie's 
love for gaiety was absorbed in her other great love, which 
it was evident was all-sufficing, and made the attentions of 
all other men but the favoured one indifferent and even 
wearisome to her. 

She had one grand, unexpected treat before Christmas. 
Whilst sta)ring with an aunt in Warwickshire, she received 
an invitation to go and spend a fortnight at Elirkhampstead 
with the Colonel of Beau's regiment, whose daughters were 
friends of hers, and considerately thought of this plan to 
give her the pleasure of enjo3dng some festivities in his 
company, in spite of their having left Chadcester. 

Their kindness was as successful as it deserved to be. 
Either Jack was really as pleased to see Carrie as she was 
to see him, or else he thought it a good opportunity to en- 
hance his value in the eyes of other fair friends by diverting 
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his attentions from them for a time, and showing what a 
dangerous rival was already in the field against them. At 
any rate she came home in high spirits, telling us of the 
' dead set' which was being made upon Jack by a certain 
heiress, a Miss Stevens, who was old enough to be his aunt, 
if not his mother ; and also volunteering the information 
that there were a few nice-looking girls amongst the many 
plain ones. 

" None prettier than Maggie Wilbraham though," with a 
satisfied glance at herself in the mirror, which seemed to 
intimate, ' So of course none of them outshone me T 

In &ct she was candid enough to tell us in so many 
words that she was the belle of every party ! 

^'They must have been an ordinary set," commented 
Goda coolly. 

" Thank you for the very delicate compliment 1" retorted 
Carrie with a laugh. '' So Miss Brand is come, is she, and 
is no great beauty either? plainer than Maiy Troyte, I 
think you said?" 

'' Oh, much plainer. She is taller, too, and rather stiff 
at first, but her shyness soon wore off with us, and we like 
her very much already." 

"How is Mary now ?" asked Carrie, "your last accounts 
of her were very bad, — ^I hope she is better?" 

" Not really better, I am afraid," I answered, with a sad 
foreboding at my heart which I did not like to confess yet 
even to myself; "her sister came only just in time to 
prevent her breaking down completely. She sank directly 
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there was some one to take her place, and seemed quite 
thankful to lie still in bed, resting for a few days ; but now 
she gets up again and is as cheerful as usuaL I cannot 
think how she managed to keep up so long, for her strength 
seemed utterly gone, and I was shocked to see how fear- 
fully thin she had become — quite wasted away." 

" Poor Mary ! I must go and see her to-morrow," said 
Carrie, sobered for a moment by the Shadow that is always 
haunting human lives, falling from some point or another 
even across the brightest paths. But soon her own afi&irs 
came uppermost again, and then the giddy strain of exult- 
ing happiness was resumed. 

I could not help fearing that my darling niece was being 
injured by the constant success and admiration that so 
easily turned her head ; but she was very young yet, only 
eighteen, and I tried to be as gentle as possible in checking 
her vanity, knowing that the first real wound it received 
would do more to cure it than any amount of lectures from 
me, and that when the first freshness of her youth was 
passed, such wounds must inevitably come. I little thought 
how soon or how deep the healing probe was to be. 

Our thoughts were very much taken up during the next 
few weeks with Mary Tro)rte, who either rapidly grew worse 
as the cold weather came on, or else her wonderful readi- 
ness to lie still and be nursed startled us into too tardy 
anxiety. 

She was still cheerful and made light of her ailments, but 
she seemed to have no enei*gy to rise from the sofa when 
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once settled there, and even the company of her dearly 
loved children soon became too much for her /anything 
more than a few minutes of their ceaseless prattle and 
fidgetiness dooming her to headache and exhaustion for the 
rest of the day. 

Miss Brand had enough to do to take care of her and 
the household, so that the children's lessons and walks 
would have fared badly if we had not redoubled our efforts 
to be useful. Issie's music lessons now only came as second 
course to the French lessons which she shared with Gertrude 
and Agnes imder me ; and Dunnie was induced to begin 
learning to read through the gift of a brightly illustrated 
Alphabet which Carrie had bought for him. 

They were with us a great part of each day, and should 
have stayed altogether at Holm Lodge had not their mother 
said with unwonted tears in her eyes that she liked to feel 
they were imder the same roof with her, where they could 
be called to her side at any moment What for, she did 
not say, but we understood hei; meaning only too well. 

Gradually the dread was sinking down upon us all that 
her days on earth were numbered ; and if our hearts were 
so heavy at the thought of losing her sweet presence from 
amongst us, what must have been the misery of those whose 
lives would be a blank without her ! Poor Mr. Troyte went 
about his duties as usual, and said not a word of what he 
felt to any one ; but I sometimes saw tears start to his eyes 
when she was mentioned, and my heart ached for him in 
deep prayerful sympathy. 
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Our own household began to be rather under a doud 
too at that time, owing to Carrie's low spirits and growing 
anxiety about Jack, who certainly did not treat her with the 
attention she had a right to expect. His visit at Christmas 
was of the most flying description, — ^barely more than the 
day itself, — and though his manner whilst present was de- 
voted enough to charm away for the time all fears of his 
constancy, the ray of trust soon flickered again under the 
chilling damp of short gay notes which began to arrive at 
longer and longer intervals. I felt very indignant with him, 
and wished even then that Carrie would resent his coolness 
by growing cool herself, and breaking off the engagement ; 
but it would have made her miserable to do that, so I 
dared not even suggest it, but tried to put the best con- 
struction upon his negligence to cheer her up. 

" He is a dreadfully lazy fellow," I said cheerfully, as if 
that were sufficient explanation for everything ; " you know 
he always considered letter-writing an ' awful bore,' so you 
must not be disappointed to And him a bad correspondent 
He always pleaded guilty to that." 

But Carrie naturally felt, I suppose, that he would have 
made her an exception to the rule if he had missed her 
society as much as she did his; and when she heard 
from her girl friends at Kirkhampstead how handsome he 
looked at such and such theatricals, and what an acqui- 
sition he was to all the numerous balls, her spirits sank 
visibly at the idea of his caring to go out so much, and 
being able to enjoy festivities where she was not. Perhaps 
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with a secret misgiving at her heart, though she was too 
proud to acknowledge it, that the love she valued so much 
was mere dross compared with the pure gold she had given 
in exchange for it 

She drooped sadly under the galling chain of doubt and 
jealous suspense which took away her appetite, and made 
each day that had to pass before her next meeting with 
Jack a weariness to her ; and when that meeting was to be 
was veiy indefinite, for he professed to find it impossible to 
get leave, even though it was the gay season of the year, 
when, as we knew by experience, officers were not generally 
clamorous to be allowed to leave their post of duty in the 
garrison town. 

We tried in vain to rouse her to go out and take an 
interest in passing events. She was too dejected to care 
for anything, and made an excuse of every little cold or 
headache to stay in moping over the fire, with a dreary per- 
sistence that roused in us, I am sorry to say, quite as much 
impatience as pity, and made us wish heartily that Beau 
Bradwardine had been at the antipodes instead of coming 
to spoil the brightness of our home. However, the mischief 
was done now, and could not be helped, so we could only 
look forward hopefully to the end of these months of sepa- 
ration and suspense, trusting that Easter would bring a 
happy solution of all doubts, with the dawn of the wedding 
day. 

Meanwhile, as Carrie was so unsociable, Goda and I were 
left a great deal to our own devices; and hardly a day 
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passed without our going to the cottage to see Mary Troyte, 
and cheer her sister with our company, which we fdt certain 
was welcome, or we should have been the last people to 
intrude it 

Mary did not seem to gain strength, but one day towards 
the end of January we began to hope that our fears as to 
there being any immediate danger were imfounded, and oh 
what a load seemed lifted from our hearts ! A London 
physician had been sent for to hold a consultation, and 
although he left no doubt of its being a very serious case, 
he still spoke of the necessity of getting an experienced 
nurse to assist Miss Brand, as the illness was likely to be 
a long and trying one. And what a reprieve that sounded 
to us, who had been fearing from day to day what might 
happen. 

He left us all breathing freely, and happier than we had 
fdt for some time past; even Mary herself, for although 
she had learnt to be perfecdy resigned to God's will — to 
death if it were His good pleasure, just as she had been 
submissive in life to whatever He saw fit to appoint, — ^yet 
the hope of remaining yet a little longer with her dear ones 
filled her with a sweet gladness that shone in her eyes, and 
roused her to a touch of her old playfulness. 

" So you will have to stay now, Fanny, whether you like 
it or not, to prop up this usdess old log," she said rejoic- 
ingly to her sister, ''it is a very ill wind that blows no 
good, you see ; if I had not been ill you would have been 
hurrying off again by now. But I must say I treated my 
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visitors better than you do. I did sometimes think about 
tea !" 

"Please don't think about it to-day," I exclaimed, to 
stop Miss Brand as she was leaving the room, " not for us 
I mean, for it is quite time we went home. It is getting 
dark, and there is no one to look after my brother and the 
children to-day, for Carrie is laid up with a violent cold. 
Good-bye, dear Mary; I am afraid you are a little over- 
tired and excited. I would keep very quiet the rest of the 
day. if I were you." 

" But I feel better, and was thinking of keeping the chil- 
dren with me a little longer as a great treat ! Do you say 
no ? well, perhaps it would be wiser to rest first, so I will 
be wise. Come and kiss me, my darlings, and then go 
with Aimtie into the next room for awhile." 

She folded them each in her arms with loving tenderness, 
and her thin hand rested lingeringly on their heads as they 
clung about her, begging to be allowed to come back after 
tea. 

" Yes, you shall, and Baby must come too ; she lies so 
still, no one could be tired by her, — z, very promising fea- 
ture in your god-child," added Mary to me as the other 
two ran away ; " if she goes on as she has begun, she will 
not give you much trouble, I hope. There never was such 
a steady little maiden, was there, Douglas ? Look here, I 
have made a plan for this evening which I mean to carry 
out, whether Miss Gascoyne shakes her head or no !" 

" Then Miss Gascoyne will know beforehand to save her- 

M 
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self the trouble," said Mr. Tro3rte, looking more amused 
than I had seen him able to look for some time past, ''but 
perhaps I may object to your plan. What is it P' 

Mary took his hand, and looked up wistfully into his face 
as she replied, 

'^ You have no night-school to-night, I know, and it is too 
early in the week to be busy with sermons. I want you to 
spend the whole evening with me, and when the children 
are gone to bed, to read to me some of the * Vie Devote.' 
It will be such a treat, and will rest me more than anything. 
What do you say T 

"Yes" he answered simply, but I fancied something in 
the earnestness of her request unnerved him, for he walked 
abruptly away to the window whilst we said our farewells to 
his wife. 

" I shall come again to-morrow, and hope to find you 
refreshed by a good night's sleep," I said, bending down to 
kiss her whilst she clasped her arms affectionately round 
my neck. 

" Thank you, dear Miss Gascoyne, it is very good of you 
to take so much trouble about me. And you too, Goda ; 
I am ashamed to let you do so much for my children, but 
if their love is any reward I am sure you have it, and mine 
too. Good-bye, dear." 

" Good-bye, dear Mrs. Trojrte I" exclaimed the girl 
warmly, lingering to give a long embrace; and a few mi^ 
nutes later we were walking home quickly in the winter 
dusk. 




CHAPTER XIV. 

" But noiT s pearl u trom our duplet dropt, 
Bnt now a flower is horn our garland liven. 
One singing foontain of our jojr ii itopt, 
One brightest star extinguished in oar hesren." 
R. C. Trench. 

TUST before gtlling asleep that night I was startled by 
•^ the unusual sound of a horse's hoofs, clattermg by at 
fiiU gallop. What could be the reason of such baste? 
rouui^ unwonted echoes on the silent road, and awaking 
early people out of their first slumber. Was it a horse 
running away, or some one going for the doctor ? I thought 
of the Troytea, but trtisted they were free from any urgent 
necessity, and my ideas soon became lost in a dream of 



But next morning the first sound that met my waking ear 
was one that stopped my veiy heart's beating, and instantly 
recalled that other with a pang of icy dread. 

The passing bell ! there could be no doubt of it Faintly 
but distinctly it came through the leafless trees from the 
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old Church tower, and every knell struck deeper conviction 
to my heart that the terrible blow had fallen which would 
include us amongst the mourners. I tried to shake it off 
by reasoning. Was it likely that anything so awfully sudden 
could have happened after the physician's verdict only yes- 
terday? and after Mary herself had seemed so much re- 
vived. There were others ill in the parish, old people who 
had long been waiting their summons Home ; or it might 
be even for some infant — as was often the case — and the 
rapid horseman might have had no connection with the sad 
event that had happened during the night 

But tiy as I would to believe what my hopes dictated, I 
could not get rid of the boding presentiment which, all too 
soon, was changed into moumftd certainty. Before I had 
finished dressing a note was brought me, over which I wept 
more bitter tears than I ever remember to have shed in the 
first moments of my own life-sorrows ; for this came upon 
me with a great shock, although I had imagined myself 
prepared for the worst It was from Miss Brand, and ran 
as follows : 

"My dear Miss Gascoyne, — 

*' I owe it to your kindness to let you know first 
from m3rself of our sad irreparable loss, which has come 
upon us with double grief after the revived hopes of yester- 
day. At eleven o'clock last night my darling sister was 
seized with violent internal inflammation, which caused her 
intense agony for three hours, and so completely exhausted 
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her little remaining strength, that even when it subsided 
she had no power to rally. She sank peacefully to rest, 
free from pain and perfectly conscious to the last, at 5.30 
a.m. The blow seems to have stunned my poor brother, 
and I feel the same. I know how truly you will all sympa- 
thise with us in our deep sorrow. 

" Yours most sincerely, 

"Frances Brand." 

Carrie and Goda, I remember, wondered how she could 
write such a coherent letter, or any letter at all, in the first 
burst of such an overwhelming grief, which they imagined 
would have crushed them into a state of utterly helpless 
misery; but that only showed how young and inexperienced 
they were. They had never witnessed that most solemn 
scene — ^the last hour of a human life, the parting of soul 
and body — which, however painful it may be, is yet full of 
an awe unspeakable that seems to quell every human emo- 
tion before its dread might 

I had seen it alas 1 sadly often, and I had realised then 
what I never could have imagined or believed before, — ^the 
supporting presence of an Unearthly, Almighty Power, bear- 
ing one up through the waters of affliction as calmly as if 
there were no bitterness in the flood, and nerving one to 
go through ordinary duties with a strange unnatural com- 
posure that looked and felt like heartlessness. And yet 
how the heart ached under it all ! with a deep dull pain 
that longed for the relief of tears. 



1 66 FONTNELL S. CHAD. 

I could understand exactly what the mourners* feelings 
were, in spite of the calm outside demeanour that was so 
amazing to my young nieces \ and when I went up in the 
course of the forenoon to offer them all the help in my 
power, it was not with the expectation of seeing any great 
change in their appearance, or of witnessing any outburst 
of grief, unless it might be from the children. They were 
my chief object ; to offer to take charge of them if it would 
be a relief to have them away from the grief-stricken house ; 
but I found the Rector's wife had been before me with the 
same offer, which had been gratefully declined. Their 
father could not spare them, they were the only comforts 
he had left, and without their innocent presence and un- 
conscious forgetfulness of sorrow, he would be bereaved 
indeed. 

It was Miss Brand who told me this. I only saw Mr. 
Tro3^e for a few minutes, and then he scarcely spoke — ^not 
a word about the terrible wrench that had desolated his life 
since our last meeting— and I dared not allude to it, for I 
shrank from stirring ever so lightly the fountain of a strong 
man's grief. 

I have no doubt that we, who had lost in Mary Troyte 
only a very dear friend, gave way more frequently to open 
sorrow than those who had lost in her their all; for we 
know by experience it is one of the laws of Divine mercy 

affliction r^^^"" ^^''^'' '^ ^^" ^^' ^d those whose 
^-Uon .s so deep that they never can for an instant fo,^et 
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it, grow familiar with the sense of loss, and can never by 
any possibility be reminded of the void that is ever darken- 
ing their lives and thoughts. 

My poor Goda was inconsolable, longing yet dreading to 
see once more the friend she had loved with such admiring 
devotion ; and though she had never seen Death before, I 
could not but think it would be right to grant her wish, 
when I saw how peacefully lovely dear Mary looked in her 
last sleep. She lay like a lily, calm and white, with snow- 
drops strewn over her, and her hands crossed upon her 
breast as if in endless prayer, though the sweet look of joy 
upon her still features told that prayer was turned at last 
to ceaseless praise and thanksgiving. Her fair hair was 
coiled round her head like an aureole, and the eyes that 
had been her only earthly beauty were closed from sight; 
but the long thick lashes rested upon her pale cheeks with 
a look of unutterable repose that reminded us of her having 
attained the fulfilment of the heart's best longing — 

" How sweet to rest 
For ever on our Saviour's breast** 

Even Goda was soothed by the sight, and told me as 
we walked home sadly together that she should never dread 
seeing Death again — ^it was far more beautiful than life. 

On the 2nd of February, the Feast of the Purification of 
the Blessed Virgin Mary, our darling Mary was laid to rest 
in the churchyard, under the horse-chestnuts, by the run- 
ning brook ; and on the foUowiog Sunday the Troytes' great 
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friend, Mr. Conrad Smith from Chadcester, preached a 
funeral sermon on the touchingly appropriate text for that 
day, "Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see 
God." 

I shall never forget the impression it made on me, or 
how, in spite of a slight^ infirmity in his utterance which 
made it rather a strain to listen, I drank in thankfully every 
word of faith and hope and comfort that seemed to come 
from the very depths of an earnest, loving soul. One, too, 
that had known and valued highly the character of her who 
was evidently in his thoughts throughout, although he made 
no personal allusion. 

From that day I could never look upon Mr. Smith in the 
same light of indifferent acquaintanceship as before. The 
revelation of something rare within raised him in my esti- 
mation from merely an insignificant-looking, hard-working 
parish-priest, to a more than ordinarily gifted spiritual guide, 
— ^whose motive power in his life of self-denying labour was 
that of pure love for the Divine Master Whose footsteps he 
so faithfully followed. And my respect for him increased 
steadily as I noted more and more the unostentatious de- 
votion of his whole time and energy to the welfare of 
others, toiling day and night at his arduous post, without 
a care for his own ease or convenience; spending and 
being spent in the service of the poor in his parish, whilst 
in the world of society he was content to remain compara- 
tively unknown. 

I am sure he was Mr. Troyte's greatest comfort during 
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the first months of his bereavement How he was able to 
endure the blank in his heart and home only those who 
have gone through similar trials can comprehend. But they 
know how the soul is strengthened by help from above^ 
the folding of the Everlasting Arms around, to numb the 
pain and bear us up until the first crushing shock is over ; 
and above all by the imspeakable peace of knowing that 
grief is only the portion of those who are left, — ^that what- 
ever pain, or trouble, or temptation, or anguish we may yet 
have to endure in this life, the dear one who is gone is for 
ever happy, and for ever safe. 

There was no apparent difference in Mr. Troyte, except 
that he was perhaps more shy and reserved even than 
before, and went about more with his children, whom it 
was sad to see, poor little things, in their deep mourning. 

That year began very distressingly altogether, for before 
long we ourselves had a trouble to endure which, though of 
a different nature from the last, was none the less hard to 
bear. Indeed it was more stinging, for whilst it had the 
effect of blighting one life, it was at the same time a humi- 
liation, with none of the sacredness of affliction to soothe it. 

Beau Bradwardine was the cause. His letters had be- 
come so very rare, and for some weeks had ceased so un- 
accountably altogether, that the Colonel — half impatient at 
Carrie's low spirits and half indignant at the n^lect shown 
her, at last wrote off abruptly asking what had happened to 
keep him silent so long, and suggesting that if he were not 
iU — ^as Carrie had begun to fear — ^it was time he should 
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either come, or write, to make some more definite arrange- 
ments about the wedding, now that Easter was approaching. 

He would have sent a sharper reprimand if I had not 
b^ged him to avoid giving offence for the sake of his 
daughter's happiness, and I looked anxiously for the answer. 

It came by return of post, but Carrie's joyful start on 
seeing the well-known writing was followed by an ashy pale- 
ness when she found it was addressed to her father, not 
herself: and I could sympathize with the suspense she had 
to endure whilst the Colonel, according to his invariable 
rule, cut the bread and served the meat to every one at the 
table before looking at his correspondence. It was the first 
thing he opened however, and my heart sank when I saw 
the frowns deepen ominously on his furrowed brow^ and 
heard the muttered words which sounded like invectives, 
until at last, with an angry growl, he tossed the note over 
to me. 

I caught it up hastily and read, hardly knowing what I 
read except the general drift of it, for my mind was full of 
my Carrie and the dreadful shock it would be to her. 

He had received the Colonel's letter, Jack wrote, and 
was sorry to hear that Carrie had been anxious about him, 
but the £^t was, he had not liked to write and tell her, 
what he now was sorry to be obliged to tell her father. It 
was an awfiil bore, but circumstances over which he had no 
control, money difficulties, &a, obliged him to give up all 
thoughts of marrying at present, and he would not damage 
his cousin's prospects by keeping her bound to a promise 
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which he saw no hope of being able to claim. Kirkhamp- 
stead was a confoundedly dear place, and he knew we should 
agree that it would be very unwise for two to try to live upon 
an income that was not enough for one. Therefore, though 
it was a confounded bore to give it up, he felt it was only 
honourable to set her free from her pledge, and hoped soon 
to have to congratulate her upon securing a more brilliant 
future than any he should have been able to give her. And 
he ended this heartless production with a message which 
would have been the height of impertinent effrontery if it 
had not beefi exactly what one might have expected from 
his careless, shallow nature, which felt nothing deeply itself 
and was incapable of imagining deep feelings in others. 

" Give my love to Lina and tell her I am as awfully sorry 
as she can be, but she will soon get over it, and as for me 
— 'what can't be cured must be endured.'" 

I hardly dared look up, for I knew that Carrie was watch- 
ing me with troubled eyes, and longing for the letter to be 
handed on to her. I turned it backwards and forwards, 
feeling sick and faint as I realized more each time the in- 
evitableness of the cruel truth, imtil my brother, unable to 
control his indignation any longer, exclaimed in savage 
irony, — 

'^ Well, what do you think of that as a specimen of gene- 
rosity?" 

"We will talk about it afterwards," I said quietly, fearing 
an explosion before all the children : and the Colonel took 
the hint and went on with his breakfast in fierce silence, 
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slashing at the cold beef before him as if hQ were taking 
vengeance on an enemy ! 

Carrie^ I could see, ate nothing; and when I left the 
dining-room she waylaid me with a look of piteous entreaty. 

"Oh, Aunt Gertie, what is it? May not I see that 
letter ?« 

" Come up stairs into my room, darling," I said, putting 
my arm round to support her, for she was trembling ner- 
vously ; though in truth I felt as if I needed support myself 
for I dreaded the task before me. How I got through it I 
do not know, for however much my niece may have sus- 
pected what was coming, she shrank from admitting it even 
to herself, and only helped me by an indirect question. 

"Why did he write to papa?" she asked, "and not to 

me? is anything the matter? has he got into some difl^ 
culty?" 

"Yes, into debt," I answered; "and it appears he is so 
hard pressed for money that he is obliged to give up all idea 
of marriage for the present" 

Came started, and I went on slowly, quoting his own 
words, " and he does not wish to damage your prospects by 
keeping you bound to a promise which he sees no hope of 
being able to claim.* 

J* But I should not mind waiting for years 1" exclaimed 

it would makri"^*/ "" ^^^ ''^^^ Indeed, Auntie, 
«e no difference to my prospects, for even if I 
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were not engaged to him, I could never many any one else. 
I don't care how long I wait" 

'^ But you cannot tell him that, dear child/' I answered, 
sadly, feeling that I would rather receive a thunderbolt on 
my head than have to go on to dash the cup of love and 
confidence from her clinging grasp ; " for he says not a word 
of wishing you to do it He gives you back your freedom 
lightly and carelessly, as one who is anxious to recover his 
own, and you would not withhold it from him, whatever 
the loss may cost you ? Carrie, my darling 1 this is a heavy 
cross being laid upon you, but it is better to discover his 
worthlessness now, than after marriage, when it would have 
been too late. I always thought him selfish and fickle, and 
this absence has put his truth to the test You will be 
thankful some day for the sharp blow that saved you from a 
whole life of bitter disappointment" 

Carrie stood as if stunned, and only after a long pause 
asked in a low pained voice if she might see his letter? 

" Yes, perhaps it will be as well," I answered ; " it will 
show you how shallow and utterly unworthy his love was of 
yours, and may help you to forget it. But I advise you to 
kneel down and ask for strength, my darling, before reading 
this, for it will cause you much pain. May the God of all 
comfort be with you in this hour of your tribulation," and 
after kissing her tenderly, I left the room with a heavy heart. 

It was nearly dinner time before I sought her again, and 
there she sat still with the letter in her hand, as if she had 
done nothing the whole morning but read it through, and 
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her face looked grey and worn as though years of care had 
aged it. 

I suddenly remembered that she had eat^ no breakfast, 
and my conscience smote me for not having brought up 
some wine sooner to help her to bear the exhaustion of 
grief. 

"You must be quite faint, dear," I said anxiously; "can 
you come down to dinner, or shall I send some up to you ? 
perhaps you would like that best?" 

"Yes, no, I don't know — I don't want an3rthiiig," she 
replied, dejectedly, " I am tired of myself, and of my thoughts, 
and of everything ! Oh, Aunt Gertie, I wish I was dead !" 
and her head sank wearily on my arm; "why couldn't 
Mary Troyte have lived to make her husband and children 
happy, and I have died instead? oh, it would have been so 
much better !" 

Poor child, poor Carrie! I could only fold my arms 
round her and pray that God would grant her the grace of 
submission to His holy Will. I had expected such an out- 
break : it is always the first desire that rises in a heart bowed 
down with misery. 

" Two hands upon the breast, and labour's done, 
Two pale feet crossed in rest, the race is run, 
Two eyes in slumber shut, and all tears cease^ 
Two lips where grief is mute, anger at peace, 

So pray we oftentimes, mourning our lot \ 

God, in His kindness, answereth not" 

Yes, it was in kindness, I knew. We cannot be prepared 
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to lay down the burden of life, when the first blow only has 
£sdlen of the chisel that is to hew our characters into shape, 
and to fit us for that '^ special place" which is reserved for 
each one of us in the great Hereafter. My Carrie needed 
the discipline of trial to strengthen and purify her nature 
from the dross of vain frivolity that was so mixed up with 
it : her life hitherto had been all sunshine, and sooner or 
later, for the sake of our soul's health, we all have to pass 
through the furnace of affliction. 

But this was such a fiery blast to b^in with, and she so 
young! I was almost tempted myself to murmur that it 
was too hard — ^but memory came to my aid and drove away 
rebellious thoughts. Experience had taught me to have 
unlimited trust in the unerring Wisdom that orders all the 
events of this uncertain life, so that they may work together 
for our good eventuaUy, however tiying at the time. And 
always, to this day, I have been able to look back upon past 
trials and say imhesitatingly from my inmost heart, 

''I know, O Lord, that Thy judgments are right; and 
that Thou, of very faithfulness, hast caused me to be trou- 
bled" 






CHAPTER XV. 

" Courage— we travel through a darksome cave ; 
But still as nearer to the light we draw 
Fresh gales will reach us from the upper air. 
And wholesome dews of Heaven our foreheads lave. 
The darkness lighten more, till full of awe 
We stand in the open sunshine unaware." 

R. C. Trench. 
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HEN I look back upon that period of our lives, it 
shows like a dense doud on our unusually bright 
and peaceful horizon. We all chafed under the annoyance, 
but were utterly powerless either to prevent Carrie's disap- 
pointment or to soothe her under it : and the Colonel was 
obliged to satisfy his wrath by sending Jack a letter of 
withering contempt, accepting, in Carrie's name, the free- 
dom which he so generously offered, as the last and most 
truly valuable of his gias to her— since it was evidently ten- 
dered with a most unfeignedly sincere desire that it should 
not be relus^tfi a«. ...i. 
^^. . ^^^ -^^ ^e same time he returned the be- 

'f*** »ad eveiy other token of his so-called affection 
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that she possessed ; with a hope that he might never have 
the misfortune to come in contact with him again, as the 
temptation to treat him as he deserved for such conduct 
would be more than he could trust himself to resist 

Goda, too, was imsparing in her bitterly-expressed scorn 
for the man, whom she would never again call ' cousin' even 
in the hundredth degree, and she made no attempt to re- 
serve her opinions before Carrie, saying that it would do 
her good to have her hero taken down from his pedestal 
and set before her in his true colours. And so perhaps it 
did, but it made the poor girl wince. 

The children could hardly be persuaded to believe in the 
changed state of affairs, and were woefully disappointed to 
find there was to be no wedding after all : whilst the world 
and his wife, of course, had plenty to say on the subject. 
" Poor Carrie Gascoyne" was no doubt the theme of every 
one's conversation, and the consciousness that it was so 
added a tenfold sting to the other real pain she was suffer- 
ing : especially as she would feel sure, as I did, that some 
of the acquaintances who affected most sympathy for her, 
were in reality exulting over the disappointment of a rival 
whose beauty — ^and, I must confess, superior airs — ^had na- 
turally made them jealous of her success. 

We lost no time in sending her off to one of her aunts 
for change of air and scene, and to be out of reach of the 
nine days' wonder which this sudden collapse of the wed- 
ding occasioned. But she was too heartsick to be able 
to endure any society, even that of her relations, whose 

N 
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too openly expressed sympathy jarred upon her: and I 
could not resist her touching pleadings to be allowed to be 
with me, and me only : for it sent a warm thrill to my heart 
to find that I was first with her — that I had really taken the 
mother's place which it had been my duty to fill, and that 
my deep love was rewarded by a clinging affection like a 
daughter's. 

I turned over in my mind how we could best satisfy her 
wish for seclusion, whilst at the same time providing some 
fresh current of interest to distract her thoughts and while 
away the tediousness of the coming days and weeks. Bright 
new scenes would be the best remedy, where there would 
be no associations with the past : and I had no difficulty in 
deciding upon the best place to go to. 

The cheerfid sea-side town where I had spent those happy 
weeks with Mary Troyte would be the very place for us, 
for it combined every attraction — ^town and country, public 
life and amusement with the most perfect private seclusion, 
great Church privileges, and above all the beautiful sea — 
that grand soother of human frets and worries by the mere 
force of its awful, majestic might 

If I could take her there for a month or two, her spirit 
might be refreshed and strengthened to begin again the 
humdrum routine of ordinary life. But who was to fill 
my place at Holm Lodge? for the children must be left 
behind and would require some one to look after their 
education. My thoughts turned to a kind old French 
governess, with whom I had kept up a dropping correspon- 



FONTNELL S. CHAD. 179 

dence ever since I left school, out of charity to her loneli- 
ness, and who had occasionally been to stay with us — 
visits, which she in her pathetic gratitude declared to be 
the bright spots in her existence ! 

She was living in lodgings, still engaged in teaching such 
pupils as she could get : but I fancied they were not many, 
and immediately wrote to ask her if she would undertake 
the tuition of my nieces for the next three months. She 
would be the very person, for without interfering with Goda's 
independence, as temporary mistress of her father's house, 
she would still be there to guide and teach her \ and I was 
very thankful when the answer came readily in the affirma- 
tive, so that there was no hindrance to my plans. 

I only waited to receive Madame and install her in her 
new office, and then set off to resume my charge of Carrie, 
who met me in town and we travelled on together. I was 
grieved to find her still looking pale and worn, with a weary 
expression sad to see at eighteen, but she had regained her 
usual manner of dignified composure, and rather took care 
of me, than I of her, during the journey : looking after the 
luggage, and quickly securing a fly, like an adept in travel- 
ling, as she was. 

She even showed interest in the town as we drove along, 
and rejoiced in the vision of the sea upon which her eyes 
rested with melancholy pleasure, but it was " too beautiful !" 
she acknowledged with a weary sigh ; and I gladly turned 
her attention away to the fine rows of houses and the gaily 
thronged pavement on the other side of the esplanade. 
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It was not till I had been alone with her several days I 
realised the extent of the change that had come over Carrie, 
whose placidly sweet, happy temper had always made her 
the calmest simshine oif om: home. Now, her interest in 
anything soon flagged, and low spirits were always hover- 
ing over her, varied by outbursts of heartsick rebellion 
which were most distressing to witness. She had been de- 
ceived, and ever3rthing in the world must be false after that 
— no love to be trusted, no truth believed, and life was not 
worth having at that price. 

I tried to lead her to see that life was not given us for 
the mere enjoyment of its own transitory pleasures, but 
as a means of entrance to a more blessed state beyond, 
which can only be reached by the path of holy discipline ; 
and that the only true happiness was to be ever advancing 
on the right road, daily growing nearer in heart to that 
glorious Kingdom which is promised to all who love it and 
long for its appearing. 

And how could we be made to long for it," I argued, 
if the present life were so bright as to satisfy us entirely, 
and to make us desire nothing better than a continuance 
of It ? God knows how prone our weak hearts are to rest 
on fleeting and unworthy objects, and so, in His great 
n^ercy, He removes them as snares from our path before it 
IS too late. We all have to suffer, but the suffering is sent 
in ove, for our real good. In one way or another earthly 

dulr '^'^'"''"'^ '"^ ^^ "' ^^ ^^^^ *^ ^er and more en- 
^unng joys of Heaven." 
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But some ways in which they are removed are not so 
hard to bear as others," urged Carrie, blindly absorbed in 
the idea common to all wayward sufferers, that their own 
trial is the heaviest of all, " Death itself would not be so 
bitter as this, because the parting then would be inevitable 
— no one's fault — ^and one could still treasure the memory 
of those who were gone, and feel that they belonged to you 
more than ever because there would be no possibility of 
their ever changing. But when they live and prove faith- 
less there is no comfort 1 not even the comfort of feeling 
that the blow comes from God, and so must be for the best. 
For this is Jack's own doing, that is the sting that mad- 
dens one." 

^^ My dear child," I answered, '^ man is used as an instru- 
ment, but all trials come from God, Who knows exactly 
what sort of correction we each of us need to purify our 
character : and Who, in His wise love, as the Great Physi- 
cian of souls, will not withhold the most fitting medicine — 
however bitter it may be — ^to cure us of our spiritual dis- 
eases. We know that 

* What Love may not appoint 
God in wisdom doth permit,' 

SO we must learn to look through all human agency to the 
Sovereign Ruler of events, and try to see His Hand and 
submit to His will in all things that befall us. That is the 
only way to attain true peace." 
"But it is so hard that a person one loved so much 
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should be chosen as the instrument of punishment/' sighed 
poor Carney " I know I have been very vain and careless, 
too much wrapt up in worldly pleasures, and that I deserved 
to be punished : but if it could only have come through 
some one else, or in any other way 1 it would not have been 
so dreadful" 

'' And therefore would not have struck to the root of the 
evil," I replied, "which it is, no doubt, intended to cure. 
I hope you will take the lesson to heart, my darling, and 
try to profit by it — * to mortify all proud thoughts and vain 
opinions of yourself,' as Jeremy Taylor expresses it in his 
prayer for humiUty. Nothing else but such a blow as this 
could have had the same effect upon you, and this you see 
necessarily involves a human agent, and one whose opinion 
you valued highly. But I know well how intensely it ag- 
gravates trouble to feel that it is caused by some person 
near or dear to you, who might have prevented it by behav- 
ing differently. One feds a right to be passionately angry 
and resentful at the injury done us — whereas a real afflic- 
tion awes one into submission by its inevitableness." 

" Yes, and to feel ever so much crushed would not be so 
bad as this smarting pain," she replied fretfully, " * To be 
wroth with one we love doth work like madness in the brain,' 
it is said, and I am sure nothing was ever truer. I fed 
quite mad sometimes !" 

" But, my dear child, you must try not to love him any 
longer," I remonstrated, " after what he has done, how can 
you? he is not worthy of your love." 
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" But I can't help it," she sobbed, " except when I think 
of that letter, and then I feel as if I hated him ! but that 
is not any better. Oh, Aunt Gertie, how am I to get 
through the rest of my life ? I wish I might be ill and 
die, for I am so tired of living, and there will be rest in 
Heaven !" 

I cannot express how miserable it made me to hear this 
constantly reiterated wish : for I knew it was no sign that 
she was prepared to die — ^rath^r the contrary, for it showed 
how very rebellious her spirit was, and unwilling to take up 
the cross which was marked out as her portion of suffering 
to be borne before she could be entitled to the Heavenly 
Rest And it was grievous to see this yoimg creature who, 
a few months back, had been a happy, hopeful girl, looking 
forward to every chance of a long life of happiness, now so 
completely crushed under the blighting influence of disap- 
pointment 

I was very glad she was with me at Chinch one Sunday 
night when we heard a powerful sermon on the duty of 
" doing all to the glory of God," in which the weakness of 
that very point was touched which I tried so often to ex- 
plain; and with much more forcible effect than I could 
ever give it The part that struck me, and which I noted 
down in my journal at the time, was on the secondary mo- 
tives that often influence people even in the longing for 
Heaven. 

'' It is for their own rest and peace perhaps, or because 
they have lost some dear to them, whom they long to re- 
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join, more than to be with their loving Saviour : and that 
is not right — ^it is taking from the love and honour that are 
His due. 

* I long to be where Jesus is. 
To see, to feel Him near ;' 

that ought to be our chief desire. Just as a schoolboy who 
has a loving mother, does not long for the holidays so much 
to see his brothers and sisters, or to rest from his work, as 

• 

to be with his mother again. She is the first thought, she 
makes his home, all the others are secondary; and so it 
ought to be with us. And we ought to wait patiently until 
it please God to take us Home ; for until then we may be 
sure we are not fit — ^we should be a blot upon the blessed 
company assembled there if we were taken as we are. 
Therefore we must bear thankfully the trials and tempta- 
tions that are sent as it were to chip off the angles and pre- 
pare us for that especial niche in the ' many mansions' which 
is reserved for us. The moment we are ready we shall gOy 
but until then let us not pray to be taken, for it would not 
be to the glory of God to receive us unprepared. One day 
— ^at last — the blissful moment will come when Time will 
end for us and Eternity will begin ; and then we shall have 
our reward ! if during our life we have not murmured at the 
passing away of friends and pleasures, but tried always to 
remember that 

* Each night we pitch our moving tent 
A day's march nearer Home.' " 
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That Church was the greatest blessing to us. There 
were frequent daily services, which we never failed to at- 
tendy and in them Carrie found the soothing balm she 
needed : strength and comfort — at least whilst she was there 
— ^in the all-pervading theme of consolation, the transitori- 
ness of this world's sorrows as well as joys, and the supreme 
value of that future happiness which will never end. 

The Church was like a peaceful home to our spirits, a 
haven of refuge from the cares that distracted us outside 
its walls : and I noted with thankfulness the greater look 
of peace and earnest thought that gradually dawned upon 
Carrie's face, and made itself evident in her conversation. 
Her trial was still hard to bear, and the temptations to re- 
bellion were sadly frequent; but there was more faith to 
grapple with temptation and to endure it patiently : more 
growth in her spiritual life during those few months of ad- 
versity than in all the years of prosperous enjoyment that 
had gone before. And who could doubt, on seeing that, 
that the chastisement had indeed been sent in loving 
mercy? 

I tried to improve the opportunity by choosing for our 
reading only such books of high devotional tone as were 
likely to deepen the impression already made ; that most ' 
exquisite Life of S. Francis de Sales being our favourite, 
with some books of sacred poetiy of which Carrie never 
tired. And I was satisfied so long as her mind was being 
imbued with the incomparable difference in value between 
earthly and heavenly love. The sea spread before us in 
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all its immensity was a fitting emblem of the life and love 
that have no end : and whilst gazing upon it with that 
thought in mind, the short-lived interests of earth sank to 
their proper level of insignificance — ^pebbles on the shore of 
a boundless ocean, toys to be trifled with and then cast 
away, angiy waves that dash up every moment only to melt 
away in foam and disappear. 

" Upon the shore 

Of evermore 
We sport like children at their play. 

And gather shells 

Where sinks and swells 
The mighty sea from &r away." 

Meantime, whilst we were gathering up lessons of feith 
and endurance during our seaside holiday, life at Holm 
Lodge was flowing on in its usual even current. Goda was a 
capital mistress. She was a strong, sensible girl, over sixteen 
now, very quick in mastering the difficulties of any duties 
that devolved upon her, and I have no doubt enjoyed vastiy 
the temporary dominion. She had taken Madame into her 
good graces, and therefore made her very comfortable : and 
between them they seemed to keep good order amongst the 
juniors, who formed quite a class now, Isobel and Douglas 
Troyte being enrolled regularly amongst the pupils. 

This arrangement had been made when their old aunt 
from India came to keep house for Mr. Troyte, in the place 
of Miss Brand who was obliged to go home to resume 
charge of her invalid father: so every morning the Uttle 
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brother and sister might have been seen running across 
the Lawnswood meadows, by way of the little plank bridge 
that crossed the brook not many yards distant from their 
mother's grave : which Goda never allowed them to forget, 
by making them always help her to keep it decked with a 
cross of fresh flowers. 

The children, no doubt, had their fits of passionate grief 
when a sudden longing recalled the loss which they, in their 
happy thoughtlessness had forgotten : but as a general rule 
they were light-hearted as before, and must have been a 
great solace to their father in relieving the burden of his 
loneliness. 

The society of Fontnell S. Chad was greatly maimed by 
all that had happened : and Miss Leslie Adams, who had 
not made any special conquest amongst the new set of 
officers at Chadcester, spent her days in roaming about the 
woods with a basket and trowel, seeking additions to her 
new femeiy, which she worked at indefatigably, like a wise 
person, to beguile the tedium of the uneventful weeks. 

In spite of her extraordinary love of gaiety, I must say 
she had the happy knack of amusing herself, when it was 
not to be had, almost more than any one I know : with a 
multiplicity of trifling occupations that no one else would 
have had patience to do : whilst her genuine love of na- 
ture was the one point on which our sympathies met I 
flatter myself she regretted even my absence, which made 
her feel less welcome at Holm Lodge than usual, for Goda 
was a much more unsociable hostess than I was, and did 
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not encourage her visits, for the simple, unsophisticated 
reason that she did not care for them ! 

I was rather glad that such a frivolous young lady should 
not be much with the children in my absence, putting all 
sorts of foolish ideas into their heads : but I thought, if 
every one in the world were like Goda, we might have more 
truth in society, but we should certainly have less Christian 
courtesy, and none of those pleasing self-delusions by which 
we fondly imagine ourselves to be, at least, not objects of 
dislike to our neighbours ! Goda, certainly, was honest to 
a fault : but it had the advantage of making her quick in 
discovering dishonesty in others, and I regretted that in 
that Carrie had not been more like her : for if she had had 
one half of the keen insight into character that her younger 
sister possessed, she would never have lost her heart to a 
man who did not know what to do with the prize but to 
play with it, and then break it 

At least I did not believe in its being really broken, al- 
though it felt so to her at the time. I knew she was young 
enough to get over the feeling, and to form new ties perhaps 
after awhile on better grounds than the mere fascination of 
the eyes. I hoped much from time, and entire absence 
from the dangerous charm of his beauty ; and was therefore 
especially vexed by an unfortunate incident that happened 
towards the end of our stay. 

Amongst the carriages that dashed up and down the 
esplanade was one more magnificent than the rest, with 
footmen in scarlet plush, which Carrie always looked at 
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with curiosity because one of the ladies who drove in it 
was so very like the Miss Stevens she had met — the middle- 
aged heiress of Kirkhampstead — ^and soon the fact of her 
identity was proved beyond a doubt. 

One day we were sitting on a bench near the edge of the 
sea-wall, to be within hearing of a good band which was 
performing near, and Carrie was half turned round, watch- 
ing some acrobats in the street My eyes were fixed before 
me on the sea and the distant ships, so that I was uncon- 
scious of anything unusual until her silence in return to a 
repeated question firom me, drew my attention to her sud- 
denly blanched cheek and eager strained gaze after some- 
thing. I turned instantly, to behold the grand carriage 
bowling along, with a gentleman in the back seat who was 
leaning forward in a lounging, confidential attitude which 
certainly looked very familiar. 

"Was that Jack?" I asked quickly, knowing that she 
had seen him, and feeling that it would be better to talk of 
his presence than to let her brood over it in silence. 

" Yes, I think so, but I am not sure. I did not see his 
face," she answered faintly ; but I felt sure that she knew 
even the back of his head and the outline of his bronzed 
cheek too well to be mistaken, and I started up to hurry 
on, almost savage with irritation. 

Why should he come here to disturb our peace in this 
one spot which; until now, had at least been firee from un- 
pleasant associations? But even whilst I blamed him I 
knew it was unreasonable, for he did not know we were 



I90 FONTNELL S. CHAD. 

there. All intercourse had ceased between us, and it was 
not likely that Carrie's friends at Kirkhampstead would talk 
to him of her movements, even if they knew them, which 
was doubtful, as she had not cared to write to any of them 
lately. 

I hoped to get back to our lodgings in time to avoid the 
carriage on its return, but it was too soon for us. Canrie 
saw it coming, and drew me to a shop window, where we 
stood under the awning with our backs to the street whilst 
it passed ; but neither of us could resist turning our heads 
to catch a glimpse of its occupants. There was Beau Brad- 
wardine — no doubt of him this time — ^for he was sitting up, 
and we had a full view of his face, the white teeth gleaming 
under his moustache, as he laughed and talked with the 
heiress opposite ; but still there seemed to be some slight 
change in his appearance which I could not make out. 

" What is it ?" I asked, " don't you notice a difference, 
Carrie ?" 

" He has grown an imperial," she answered, proving how 
quick her eye yet was to note every feature in his face, 
*^ and how it has spoilt him ! But let us get home. Aunt 
Gertie, before that odious carriage comes dashing back 
again, — ^it is sure not to go beyond where there are most 
eyes to see it, they are so proud of their scarlet liveries ! 
and now I suppose he is going to many that vulgar woman 
because she has money !" 

The tone was very bitter, the sigh that accompanied it 
very rebellious, and I could not be surprised to find that 
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the next few days the storm of passionate miseiy which had 
been stirred up was raging as madly as ever. She would 
not go out anywhere for fear of meeting him, and yet was 
always at the window to catch a glimpse of the manly 
beauty which used to give her such a proud sense of pos- 
session ; but the sight now only made her so miserable 
that I was thankful his stay was very short After a couple 
of days he was seen no more, and then my poor child 
gradually subsided into calmness again, perhaps all the 
more enduring because she had seen him, altered, and in 
company that showed how completely he was lost to her. 

The one thing that made my heart rejoice was that after 
this she sought consolation more than ever in the Church, 
which proved that her faith was strong enough to gain the 
ascendancy, and to lead her spirit to living fountains of 
comfort. She dreaded going back to Fontnell, where 
God's House was closed from Sunday to Sunday instead 
of being an ever open refuge for troubled hearts and con- 
sciences; and I dreaded it for her. The return to old 
scenes and duties, without the glamour that had lately 
illumined them, would I knew be a sadly hopeless burden ; 
and yet we cotdd not expect to gain anything by a cowardly 

shrinking fh)m 

' our appointed task, 
Our place of duty and our natural sphere.' 

More than two months we stayed, and yet the last morn- 
ing came much too soon for Carrie. After the early service 
she lingered long on her knees, feeling, as she afterwards 
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told me, that she could not rise and go until more strength 
was given. And though she may not have been sensible 
of receiving the much-needed grace at the time, I have 
no doubt it was in answer to that prayer that she was 
enabled to go through the trying ordeal of the first few 
days at home — ^where everything reminded her of her past 
happiness — ^with so much outward composure. 

The neighbours were considerate enough not to put too 
much meaning into their kindness towards her; and of 
course the little episode of which she had been the heroine 
ceased to be talked about after a while, when the subject 
had been worn threadbare. It might have been brought 
up often in malice if she had remained the same vain girl 
as before; but it had taught her a wholesome lesson of 
self-distrust which bore fiiiit in a simple unaffected manner 
ever after, that was the greatest improvement to her and 
made her a more universal favourite than formerly. 

Girls were not jealous of her now, for she did not attempt to 
rival them. She rather shunned society, especially the society 
of men, and much preferred a quiet home life of unexciting 
and therefore undisturbing events. And though often sad- 
dened by the thought of what might have been if her dream 
of happiness had continued, I believe she never really 
doubted that it was far better to have been awakened from 
it in time, and her eyes opened to the true happiness which 
can only be seen when this world's dazzling gHtter is faded 
I always think of Carrie when I read that beautiful passage 
^'^ Hyperion, 
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" The setting of a great hope is like the setting of the 
sun ; the brightness of our life is gone ; shadows of evening 
^ around us, and the world seems but a dim reflection, 
itself a broader shadow \ we look forward into the coming 
lonely night j the soul withdraws into itself; then stars arise, 
and the light is holy." 



CHAPTER XVL 

" Life is strong, and still 
Bears onward to new tasks and sorrows new, 
Whether we will or no. Life bears us on. 
And yet not so, but what there may survive 
Something to us : sweet odours reach us yet. 
Brought sweetly from the fidds long left behind 
Of holy joy, or sorrow holier still." 

R. C. Trench. 

A ND now my story in the retrospect is finished, and no- 
thing remains but to take up the threads ten years 
later, and see what changes time has akeady wrought in our 
small world. 

Many, I grieve to say; so many as to involve a complete 
breaking up of our happy family circle : but they came 
gradually in the natural comrse of events, so that we had 
time to grow accustomed to one blank before having to feel 
another, and it is only on looking back to the time before 
the first inroad was made, that we realize the difference 
they have made in our lives. 

Strangely enough, the one change for which we were most 
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prepared and which we took for granted would happen first, 
is the only one that has not come. Carrie is Came Gas- 
coyne still, unmarried at twenty-seven! in spite <^ her 
beauty, and popularity, and all the gay visions of her youth. 
Not but what she might have been married long ago, if she 
could be content to put up with mediocrity in her choice : 
but her ideal is too high to admit of that There must be 
superiority in more ways than one, in character as well as 
appearance, to gain her interest now : so she has refused 
several offers, and treats the one or two ordinary mortals, 
who are always her devoted knights and might be brought 
to her feet at any moment, with a friendly indifference that 
damps their courage and keeps them at a safe distance. 

I do not in the least expect that we shaU keep her always. 
She is too pretty and sweet not to be appropriated some 
day, when the ri^t person comes to whom she can give her 
ripened woman's heart: for there is nothing left of that 
youthful frenzy to prevent it Her love for her handsome 
cousin Jack is only remembered now as the tenderest por- 
tion of a dead past, which gave her the keenest pain as well 
as joy it was ever her lot to know. And when she is trans- 
planted to a home of her own, I am sure her character wiU 
bloom with all the more softened radiance for having been 
trained in the healthy atmosphere of showers and dews, and 
clouds of care. But at present I am thankful not to see 
any signs of an interloper likely to steal her frx>m us : for 
what my brother and I should do without one of our chil- 
dren left in the old nest to enliven us, I cannot imagirif^ — 
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and little as we used to think' that Came would be the last 
one left, it is even so. 

All the others have taken flight, some to very distant 
regions, one, alas ! never to return — ^and though we know it 
was necessary for their welfare to be parted from us, it is 
sad to miss so many dear faces, and to feel that this can 
never be their permanent home again. 

The boys, of course, are young men now. Alec with 
his regiment, stationed at the Cape ; Teddie in Bengal, a 
member of the Indian Civil Service — ^which lucrative post 
he obtained entirely through his own talents and steady 
industry. Goda and Gertrude are both married, the latter 
only a fortnight ago; and Agnes, our little darling, the 
pet of the whole house, is gone for ever! taken away, 
years ago, in all the innocence of childhood to the 'quiet 
land' where we elder ones, worn and weaiy with the many 
distresses of life, would fain lay down our burdens and fol- 
low, if we could only feel that our souls were as piure and 
free from sin as hers was. 

The loss was veiy sudden. After a week's illness she fell 
a victim to the scarlet fever which raged through the village 
one hot summer, and her death was the greatest sorrow of 
my latter life : but it was a sweet, holy sorrow, untinged 
with regret, for what could heart desire better for one's 
earthly treasures than that they should be early stored up 
amongst the jewels of heaven, before being dimmed by 
' Time's rude hand P 

A simple mound and cross in the Churchyard mark her 
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last resting-place, close by dear Mary Troyte's : and in the 
Church is a stained-glass window to the memory of them 
both, representing in one light the Blessed Virgin Mary 
bearing the doves; in the other, S. Agnes and the lamb; 
and midemeath are the words so appropriate to both their 
child-like spirits, '' Blessed are the pure in heart, for they 
shall see God." 

But this is connected with an event long past ; and what 
I have to do with now is the present Let me look out of 
the window and see what visible changes time has wrought 

None in the place. The lawn and the giant sweeping fir 
trees are the same as ever, and look veiy bright bathed in a 
flood of spring sunshine: and beyond the dividing ha-ha 
rises the cherry orchard, now a mass of white blossom. 

Neither is the master of it changed Except perhaps a little 
more tanned and grizzled. Colonel Gascoyne might be hardly 
a day older as he stands there in his old familiar attitude, 
with his hands behind his back, a cigar in his mouth, and a 
brigand straw hat upon his head ; gazing meditatively down 
upon the last new flower-bed, whether wrapt in admiration 
or contemplating fresh improvements it is difficult to say. 
But look further on, at the group playing badminton, and 
there axe unmistakable signs of the ten years that have flown 
by on almost imperceptible wings. 

Carrie is the only one that can be recognized, for at that 
distance in her stylish dress and hat, she looks almost as 
girlish as when she used to triumph there in the joyous days 
when all the world seemed smiling before her, and her hand- 
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some hero was always at her side. But the only gentleman 
of the present party is a much more ordinary looking per- 
son, and not her knight by any means, although they are on 
the best and most intimate terms : for he is her brother-in- 
law, Captain Arthur Rich, who lost his heart to Gertrude 
during a long residence at Chadcester with his regiment : 
when, as the son of my brother's oldest friend, he was a fre- 
quent visitor at Holm Lodge. And, unlike his faithless pre- 
decessor, although removed to a distance before he was 
in a position to ask her to bind herself by any promise, he 
hastened back immediately on receiving his captaincy, to lay 
it and himself at our dear child's feet We have there- 
fore every hope for her happiness, in trusting her to the 
care of one whose sincerity and honour have been so well 
proved. 

Gertrude herself is the third player, and an interesting 
young bride she looks, for she has grown up like both her 
elder sisters in appearance, tall and straight in figure; with 
pretty features like Carrie, only her hair is darker and her 
expression less sweet, more reserved and determined, like 
Goda. The Colonel makes me very proud by saying that 
she is more like what I was at her age than any of the 
others have been : but I am sure I was never half such a 
pretty girl, even in the hey-day of my charms ! 

The youngest of the set is a slight, simple maiden of 
seventeen — ^though she does not look that age — in whom it 
would require a very close inspection to recognize the child, 
Isobel Tro)rte, of ten years ago. Only the shady grey eyes 
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are a convincing proof of her identity, and that feature she 
shares in common with the little faiiy in short frocks and 
with fair hair streaming, who is racing about hither and 
thither in perfect enjoyment with two kittens — ^herself the 
most playful kitten of the three. This is none other than 
the baby of former days, my pet godchild, Noel Tro3rte, who 
is often lent to me for long visits, to fill up the vacancy left 
by the lost children of our own home : and a dear little 
sunbeam she is, brightening us all with her merry nonsense, 
which yet is underlined with the sweetest, childlike sense, 
for she is her mother all over, every inch of her. 

These two are the last of the houseful of visitors we had 
to contrive room for in Easter week, for the wedding : for 
our bridal pair were only able to take a fortnight's honey- 
moon in the Isle of Wight, in order to spare us a few da3rs 
afterwards on their way up to the northern garrison town 
where the regiment is stationed : but we hope to see them 
again in the autumn, when Arthur will be entitled to his 
long leave. 

Mr. Tro3rte left Fontnell some years ago, and is now senior 
Curate in a large town, where Douglas has the advantage of 
attending a good school whilst living at home : the latter 
being now a great shy boy of fourteen, who seems to forget 
us between each meeting, and requires time to thaw into 
ease and his natural quaint fun. They are fortunate in 
having two kind aimts to take care of them, for Miss Brand 
has made her home with them since her father died, and 
finds pleasure in the same responsibility which has been the 
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duty of my life. May she be as plentifully assisted and re- 
warded in the task as I have, most undeservedly, been I 

But what is the reason of that joyous shout of welcome 
from my little pet, and her eager rush across the lawn? I 
think I can guess, for we are expecting our other fledged 
bird back to the old nest for a few days ; and if I have one 
rival amongst us in my godchild's affection it is Goda, who 
loves the child dearly for her mother's sake. 

Yes, I am right There are the two figures advancing : 
Goda, active and erect as ever, with an air of distinction 
about her in spite of the severe simplicity of her dress : and 
beside her the slight, pale, worn-looking clergyman, who 
won her deepest respect and reverential love by his holy life 
and character, in spite of the tl^ree detrimentals which she 
used to declare would effectually bar her choice in marriage, 
namely, the clerical profession, sandy hair, and an ugly 
name. For after all, she has become the wife of the Rev. 
Conrad Smith, whom Alec suggested to her long ago, as a 
hero suited to her taste because he combined all three at- 
tractions ! and vastly amused was he at the unexpected ful- 
filment of his prophetic joke. 

They were married last August, and Goda has been useful 
to her heart's content throughout the winter ; toiling in the 
parish like any devoted Sister of Charity, given up entirely 
to schools, parish-visiting, clubs, lending libraries, and dis- 
tribution of charities : lightening her husband's burden of 
much harassing labour, as well as brightening his few pauses 
of rest and recreation by her cheerful presence in his home : 
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which is altered in every respect from the bare desolation of 
former days, for he is now Vicar, instead of Curate of the 
parish, and has a moderate income which enables him to 
do good without denying himself every single pleasure and 
comfort as he used to do. 

S. Chad's Vicarage is a very comfortable home, although 
its exterior does not answer to its attractive name : being 
only a dingy red brick house in one of the narrow streets of 
Chadcester. But there is a large old-fashioned walled 
garden at the back, which the Colonel takes under his own 
superintendence, so that it is always productive and in good 
order, without its owners having to waste any of their pre- 
cious time over it. 

I resume my pen some days later. The arrival caused a 
general diversion for awhile : until Goda — ^who had played 
enough badminton, she said, to last a lifetime — ^begged the 
others to go on with their game, and leave her to have a 
quiet talk with me, which would be quite a rare treat in these 
busy days. So with her arm through mine in the old con- 
fiding fashion, we paced up and down the long walk that 
divides the narrow strip of shrubbery and tall trees from 
the lawn, which glowed in the sunshine like a valley of 
green velvet. 

" Well, it certainly is nice to be quite in the country this 
lovely spring weather," exclaimed Goda, as the varied scents 
of lilac, laburnum, and syringa in fUll bloom met us at every 
step, " and to think that there is nothing to do for the next 
few days but be idle and enjoy oneself." 
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" Positively !" I exclaimed, " such a sentiment from you, 
the energetic ? who would have thought of hearing you talk 
of idleness as enjoyment ?" 

" Ah, I never knew what it was to be busy before I was 
married," she replied, "and therefore could not appreciate 
the charms of doing nothing. Even now I should not like 
it for long, but for a change now and then it is a real neces- 
sity, I am brought to acknowledge." 

" Especially for an active parish priest and priestess like 
you two," I remarked, "you both look pale and fagged, as 
if the long strain of winter work had been too much for 
you. I am sure you sadly want rest" 

" It is this sudden hot weather that tries one so," said 
Goda, " it is the last feather that breaks the camel's back. 
Conrad says he always feels most thoroughly good for 
nothing at this time of the year, as if he had no strength 
or spirit left. And no wonder, for it is dreadfully disheart- 
ening work. Aunt Gertie, trying to make people good against 
their will. You were quite right when you told me once 
that it was the lukewarmness of the people made so many 
priests lukewarm. My only wonder now is that aU do not 
give up in despair." 

" Some are blessed with more faith than others," I an- 
swered, " and do not think so much of seeing the fruit of 
their labours as of doing their own duty faithfuUy, and 
leaving the result in Goo's Hands. That is the only spirit 
which could enable any man to go on working in the dark, 
as the clergy are obliged to do. And Conrad is one of 
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those who have learnt by experience not to expect visible 
signs of success, but to consider it honour enough to be 
allowed to prepare the ground and sow the seed in the 
Master's vineyard, trusting to the watering of others, and 
God's blessing upon their labours, to ripen the harvest in 
due time. You are fortunate, dear child, in having such a 
guide always beside you." 

"That is what I feel more and more each day," she 
replied warmly, " no one knows what an example he is to 
me, or how wicked I feel myself in comparison. I never 
saw how hatefully presumptuous my impatient pride and 
uncharitableness were, until I saw him — ^so infinitely better ! 
— and yet so much more humble and lenient. And he is so 
self-denying, never thinks of his own wishes or comfort, but 
will attend to every one else's wants before his own. And 
though of course I admire and love him all the more for 
that, it makes me anxious, I am so afraid he will get worn 
out." 

"This holiday will do him good," I said, "and be a 
refreshment, I hope, both to body and spirit. We must 
try to keep S. Chad's and all parish matters out of sight, 
if possible." 

"Ah, if! but that is the difficulty; for whilst he is within 
reach of it, he won't rest without going to look after the 
parish. That is why I want to get him quite away for a 
little while, and you must help me, Aunt (Jertie, to per- 
suade him to accept Mr. Troyte's often-repeated invitation. 
They so seldom meet now, and his friend's society would 
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do him quite as much good as the change of air and 



scene." 



" No doubt, dear, it would be the wisest thing he could 
do. And you, I hope, would stay here until he came 
back?*' 

" Yes, a nice way of lengthening my own holiday, isn't 
it? but I think they can do without us very well for a week 
or two now that Mr. Hodson has come back fresh after his 
Easter fortnight ; and for the Sunday services, Mr. Morant 
— ^whom I used to abuse so dreadfully, poor man! — ^has 
most kindly offered to let his Curate go over and help. I 
often feel ashamed of my former harsh speeches and judg- 
ments against people, from whom I find it convenient now 
to receive kindness." 

I could sympathise with her, for that is exactly my own 
experience; and every year I live I feel more disarmed 
from criticism by the humiliating discovery in myself of 
fresh failings, quite as bad, if not worse than those of others 
whom I had presumed to despise. 

Our present Curate, whom Coda had mentioned, is a 
very young man, a Deacon, whom Mr. Morant does not 
find nearly such an efficient helper in parish work as Mr. 
Troyte was ; but then he is a greater acquisition to society, 
one who can be taken about to fStes and parties in the 
neighbourhood, and when there — ^as in duty bound — acts 
usefully as squire to the Rector's daughters. 

Mr. Morant always has immarried Curates now, and seems 
*^ take care that they are tolerably well coimected and 
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well off; if on the chance of their falling in love with any 
of his daughters, it is a wise precaution, and one likely to 
have been taken to some purpose this time ; for Mr. Fosbery 
seems decidedly attracted by Eva Morant, the second sister, 
who has grown up a fine bonny girl. 

The Rector and his wife are not much altered ; perhaps 
a little subdued in spirits and energy, for they have had 
sorrow like the rest of us during the last ten years ; but 
now that Time has healed the bruises and brought firesh 
hopes, they are to all outward seeming the same as before. 

The Stedmans still live at Lawnswood, enlivened just 
now by the presence of a married son and his children fix>m 
New 2^ealand; in whose cheerful society the old people 
seem to have grown quite young and lively again. 

Leslie Adams, I am glad to say, has gone to stay with 
an uncle in Paris, where I sincerely hope she may meet 
with a husband to keep her there ! Marriage, no doubt^ 
would improve her, for she has an affectionate heart ; and 
her tastes would suit a Frenchman to perfection, one of 
them being that the best part of marriage would be the 
ceremony itself, and the ball after it, which she would like 
to have repeated every day for a week ! 

But the greatest change of all is at Beaumanoir — ^no 
longer a deserted mansion, but filled with all the life of a 
well-appointed establishment; servants, carriages, horses, 
&c, just as I used to dream of seeing it one day with Carrie 
at its head : the very perfection of one's ideal of a charming 
country house. It is let on a lease of twenty years, so that 
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there is no chance of its owner returning until middle age 
shall have deprived him of his dangerous charms : and the 
certainty of not being disturbed by his appearance any day, 
has done much towards helping Carrie to regain her peace 
of mind 

She is quite accustomed to the new state of things by this 
time, and to being a frequent visitor where she had once 
expected to be mistress. For both Mr. and Mrs. Grantley 
have taken a great fancy to her, and like to have her con- 
stantly about, both when they are alone, or when the house 
is full of company, to take the place of their own children 
who are all married and settled away. 

They are very rich people and a great acquisition to the 
society of the neighbourhood : for though Mr. Grantle)r's 
Parliamentary duties oblige them to spend some months 
each year in town, they are near enough to run down occa- 
sionally with a party of friends to enjoy a whiff of countiy 
air : and during the summer months one may say they keep 
open house, they are so extremely friendly and hospitable. 
Their fortnightly *At Home* for lawn-tennis and archery 
has become quite an institution, and brings people together 
in the pleasantest way possible, without any formality : for 
none who do not feel inclined to go on a certain day need 
go, or fear that their staying away will cause wonder or 
offence. Except indeed our Carrie, who is always called to 
accoimt if she ever happens to absent herself, which is not 
often the case, for she is still vain enough to enjoy being 
such an important favourite. 
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As to Beau Bradwardine, we have never seen him since 
that last vision of him in the heiress's carriage : but from 
various sources have been kept well-informed of his career. 

Before the year was out he did what we expected : mar- 
ried Miss Stevens, no doubt on the full understanding 
that her money was to be at his disposal, to pay present 
debts as well as for all future purposes of enjoyment : for he 
was much too wide-awake to enter the irksome bondage of 
matrimony without first being certain that his own interests 
would be secured thereby. But his mercenary conduct was 
punished in the way it deserved. 

No sooner was the marriage knot securely tied, than an 
unforeseen crisis in the financial world swept away at one 
stroke the whole of the heiress's fortune ! leaving her penni- 
less almost before the honey-moon was over, and Jack savage 
with disappointment, it was said, at finding himself saddled 
with a wife neither young nor pretty, as he would have 
chosen had he known that, after all, she was to be a burden 
upon his income, instead of the means of trebling it 

How my brother chuckled over that news ! with a heart- 
less, unchristian delight, in his neighbour's misfortune, which 
I confess to having shared in some degree. 

"Serves him right," he reiterated, "make him feel, that 
will ! having to pay bills for the heiress instead of the heiress 
for him — capital joke ! Pay him out as he richly deserves. 
Mercenary fellow — serves him right !" 

But however that might be, one could not but regret it for 
the sake of the poor wife, whose double disappointment in 
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life has no doubt conduced towards making her the irritable 
woman she is reported to be. 

Now I think I have remembered to mention every one 
connected with our story : and was just meditating what to 
say in conclusion, when I heard a sweet voice singing frag- 
ments of pathetic songs, which I knew heralded Carrie's 
approach : for an3rthing sad always takes her fancy and 
haunts her now, instead of the gay ballads and comic 
choruses with which she used to overflow in the merry days 
when oiu: boys were at home. 

The plaintively sung words I kept overhearing set me off 
on a train of tnelancholy thought, from which I awoke to 
find Carrie silent, standing at the window with an open 
book in her hand, but gazing out with a pensive look in her 
blue eyes — ^those eyes which used to look so serenely con- 
tented, but have now gained depth both in colour and ex- 
pression. I feared an attack of low spirits was impending, 
such as will come over her now and then when a sudden 
gush of past dreams sweeps by, making the common round 
of life seem very weaiy and monotonous : and immediately 
I rose and went to her side, anxious, by any means, to ward 
it off if possible. 

"What are you thinking of, dear child?" I inquired, 
fondly kissing her, " I do not like to see you looking so 
mournful Is it a sad book you are reading? or what is the 
matter?" 

" Nothing is the matter," she answered, " but you know. 
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Aunt Gertie, how sad one sometimes feels without any 
apparent reason. I suppose it is the best part of one's 
nature — a longing for something beyond the limits of hu- 
man enjoyment, for I know I used to feel it most acutely 
now and then, even when nothing could have added to my 
earthly happiness. What I read just now reminded ine of 
it, and I was thinking how very true these words are, and 
what a lesson of patience and hope they teach. Look here," 
and she showed me a passage from the writings of an emi- 
nent French priest, which must be so exactly suited to the 
experience and need of every one who exists in this life of 
probation, that I cannot do better than conclude with it. 

" I am sad betimes, but who is there that is not so ? It 
is a dart that we must always carry in the soul : we must 
try not to lean on the side where it is, without ever thinking 
of taking it out : it is extracted only by death and entrance 
into Eternity." 



J. MASTERS AND CO., PRINTERS, ALBION BUILDINGS, BARTHOLOMEW CLOSE, E.C. 



A CATALOGUE 



OF 



BOOKS AND TEACTS, 

CHURCH MUSIC, 



AVD OTHKB 



i^ttsical QBorits SacreH anH Secular, 



WITH A 



CLASSIFIED PRICE LIST OP BOOKS 



SUITABLE FOB 



SCHOOL REWARDS AND LENDING LIBRARIES, 



PTTBLISEED BT 



JOSEPH MASTERS & CO., 

78, NEW BOND STREET, 

LONDON. 



PRINTING. 



J. MASTERS & Co. beg to state that their PRINTING OFFICE 
is extensive, and well supplied with all that is necessary for the 
execution of every description of Printing ; and that they give to 
all works entrusted to their care the best possible attention, so 
as to ensure the greatest accuracy in their production. Nearly 
the whole of the books comprised in the accompanying Catalogue, 
including almost every variety of style and type, have been pro- 
duced in their own Printing Office. To these they refer as 
offering a sufficient guarantee of their facilities for undertaking 
any kind of work. 



September, 1875. 



CLASSIFIED INDEX. 



BIOGRAPHY. 

Baines' Life of Archbishop Laud . 
Brecbin't (Bp.of) Memoir of Helen I nglit 
Brett's Dortrine of the Cross . 
Brownlow's Memoir • • • 
Henr'^te's Memoirof Rev. J. Coolc . 
Life of Sister Rosalie 
Life of SaTonarola .... 
LiTcs of Englishmen (4 Series) 
Memorial of M. B. D. and G. h.. D. 

Memorial of Klizabeth A . . 

Newland's Memoir .... 
Sucltlinr'B Memoir .... 
Teale's Lives of Eminent DiTines . 
Walcott's Life of Bishop Hacke t . 



3 
3 
4 

4 
11 
26 
24 
IS 
16 
16 
19 
27 
27 
11 



BOOKS FOR THE SICK AND 
AFFLICTED. 

Brett'fl DcTOtions for the Sick Room . . 4 

Companion for ditto . . . . .4 

Instrnctions and Prayers for Sick . . . 4 

Lei^ets for Sick and Dying .... 4 

Few Words to a Christian Mourner . . .9 

Manual for Mourners 16 

Method of Assisting the Sick 16 

Prayers and Maxims, in Large Type . . .» 
Short Prayers for the Sick •„*.•,• • ** 
Short Devotions from the Prsyer Book for do. . 22 
Stretton'sGnide to Sick and Dying . . .27 
Wilkinson's Honr of Death 29 



BOOKS FOR THE USE OF THE 
CLERGY. 

Brvchin's (Bp. oO Memoriale Vit« Sacerdotalis . 3 
Brett's Suggestions for Burial of the Dead . . 4 
Newland's Essays on Confirmation . . .19 

Paget's Memoranda Parochialia . . . .20 

Parish and the Priest 90 

Priesl'a Prayer Book 23 

Responsalto . . • . • . • • 'Si 

Questions for Self-Bzamination for Clergy . . 28 

Sermons Register 28 

Thompson's Condonalia • *1 



CATECHISMS AND CATECHETICAL 
WORKS. 



Arden's Catechetical Manual . 
Brechin's (Bp.of) First Catechism 
Catechism on the Unity of the Church 
Catechism on the Morning and Evening 
Catechism on the Incarnation . 
Catechism of Theology . . 
C atec hism of the Chief Truth s 
Chanter's Exposition ofthe Catechism 
Church Cateehism.illustrated 
Collects Catechetically Explained . 
Easy Catechism on the Old Testament 
Hicks' Lectures on the Incarnation 
Hyde's Church Catechism with Notes 
3 ohns' Collects and Catechisiags . 
Johns' Questions on the Pentateuch 



Serrice 



1 

3 

5 

5 

13 

6 

6 

5 

6 

7 

8 

11 

12 

18 

13 



Lea's Catechisings on the Prayer Book . .14 

Catechisings on the Life of our Loan . .14 

Malan's Exposition ofthe Creed . . .16 

Phipps' Catechism on the Holy Scriptures . .21 
Questions on Church Catechism . •23 

Smith's Church Catechism *6 

Short Questions and Answers on the Catechism . 25 
Stretton's Church Catechism explained . .27 

Child's Catechism 27 

Catechism of First Truths . . . .27 

Brief Catechism ofthe Bible . . .27 

Watson's Catechism on the Prayer Book . 29 

West's Questions and Answers on Chief Truths . 29 

Catechism on the Church . . . .29 

Catechism on Types of Baptism . .29 

Catechism on Chief Truths ... .29 



CHRISTIAN MEMORIALS. 

Carter's Christian Gravestones .... 6 

Forsyth's Monumental Designs . . .10 

Hallam's Monumental Memorials . .11 

Paget's Tract upon Tombstones . . .211 

Stride's Sketches for Christian Memorials . . 27 

Sunter's Designs for Headstones, &c. . • .27 



CHURCH HISTORY. 

Blaekmore's History of theRussian Church . S 

Book of Church History S 

Brownlow's History of the Church . .4 

Lessons for Cliildren from Church History . .14 

Neale's History of the Eastern Church . .IS 

— — Voices from the East . . . .18 

Popoff's Council of Florence 22 

Pye's Short Ecclesiastical History . . .23 

Wilkins' Lecture on Early Church History . .29 



COMMENTARIES. 

Acts of Apostles, Exposition of . ' . . .1 
Adams' Commentary on the Prayer Book . . 1 
Bookof Genesis,Expositionof .... 3 
Brechin'sYBp. of) Commentary on Litany . . 3 

<^— on Tie Deum 8 

— on Canticles ....... 8 

-— on Penitential Psalms 8 

Chamberlain on Romans i 

Cliapterson theTe-Deam 6 

Cottage Commentary 7 

Ford's Commentary on the Gospels . . .10 

on Acts 10 

<— on Romans 10 

Housman's Readings on the Psalms .12 

Littledale's Commentary on Song of Songs . . 16 

Malan'sGospelof S.John 16 

Neale's Commentary en the Psalms . . .18 



CONFIRMATION. 

Brechin's (Bp. of) Seal ofthe LoBD ... 8 

Brett's Guide to Confirmation 4 

Certificate of Confirmation 

Confirmation Medal . > . . 

Ellis' Font to the Altar 

Helps for Confirmation and Communion . 
Laying on of Hands 



Claasifitd Index 



DEVOTIONAL BOOKS. 




ECCLESIOLOCV. 



S!°W>)^"I fHlHT^^rtllliill. 



TtoTle"* Churo 1l^t*g . - 



EUCHARISTIC MANUALS. 



PiT^ne't EukulHk HuiubI . 
SUpliT^KucbuI^lcMt'illuuUi '. 



FAMILY PRAYERS. 



HISTORY. 



HYMNS. 






rH.l>.]_llurinii(cbrirtuJ*r.»' 



HYMNI FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP. 



JUVENILE TALES. 



IHahop^ ClHia DH(kur . 



MISCELLANEOUS. 






I^Kil ch< PUiTln - 



PAROCHIAL AND CHURCH BOOKS. 



Clatnfied Itidex. 



£^M»*>'^Sl^" 



'^'il 






RELIGIOUS INSTRUCTION. 






PRAYERS FOR SCHOOLS. 



PRIVATE PRAYERS. 






Clamjitd Index. 

REWARD BOOKS. Sl^M'/AHrils^iSl'l! 



SCRIPTURE I 

SERMONS. 

ABhUr|* TlelHT of lb* SfltU 



— Ti™ia«ii™»(S"p>"i'«'s 



J"^,'™**!*S5^S!: 









TALES AND ALLEGORIES. 






SS-aiSEfcr 






I'l^lniuiSndirtir' 



ClasMjled Index. 



THEOLOCICAL. 






WORKS PUBLISHED BY J. MASTERS & CO. 



ACTS OF THB APOSTIaXS, The. An Kzpoiition of the leading Brenti re- 
corded in that Book. Cloth, II. 

ADAMS.— A Commentary on the Prayer Book, for the me of overworked Paetora and 
Teachera in the Chnrch and School. By the Rev. Richard Adams, M.A., Rector of 
S. Thomas*, Manchester. 

ADAMS.—The Fall of Cressns: a Story from Herodotus. By the Rey. W. Adams. 
ss. Od. 

ADAMS. — Cressinrham j or, the Missionary. By C. P. Adams, is. 

AUBXANDSB, Mrs. C. F. 

Hymns for Little Children. Fiftieth edition. l8mo., wrapper, 0d.} cloth, is.; 
French morocco, Ss. 

Royal 32mo., wrapper, sd.} doth, 6d. 

SettoMosiehyDr.Oaantlett. Fcap.4to.,wrapper,98.6d.;cloth,giltedg:e8,48. 

— Set to Music by B. C. A. Chepmell. Parts 1. and tl. is. each. 

Fcap. 4to. niustrated with Forty-one full page engravings, by Messrs. Dalziel. 

Printed on toned paper, and handsomely bound in cloth extra, gilt edges . 88. Od . 

Hymns, Descriptiye and Devotional, for the use of Schools. Royal 38mo., 2d. 

Moral Songs, with Thirty-nine Vignette Illustrations. 1 8mo., wrapper, 8d.} doth. 1 s. } 
French morocco, ss. 

royal ssmo., wrapper, 8d. 

Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. 18mo., wrapper, 3d. 
^>— — Set to Music for one or two voices, by A. F. Fcap. 4to., wrapper, as. 6d. 

Poems on Sut|}ects iu the Old Testament. Parts I. and II., each Od., wrapper; in one 
vol.. cloth. Is. Od. 

The Baron's Little Dau^ter, and other Tales in Prose and Verse. Fourth edition. 
l8mo., doth, Ss. Od. 

The Lord ofthe Forest and his Vassals. An Allegory. Fourth edition. lOmo.,doth, 
ss. Od. 

AIiIOX BBBXSSFOBD; a Tale of Home Life. By the Author of "Tales of Kirk- 
beck,'*&c. Sndedit. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 3s. Od. 

AMT, THE KIU'G'S DAUGHTEB. A Tale, is., paper Od. 

ANDBZTWES (Bp.)^A Manual of Private Devotions, containing Prayers for each Day 
in the Week, Devotions for the Holy Communion, and for the Sick. Od. ; gd. cloth. 

ANTHEMS, Words of, as used in Churches, is. 

AFFIiE BIiOSSOM, The; or, a Mother's Legacy. A Tale. By Onyx Titian. 38. Od. 

ABCHIE'S AMBITION'. i8mo. cloth, is. 

ABDEN.— Manual of Catechetical Instruction, arranged by the Rev. G. Arden. Ss. 

A Supplemental Catechism on the Holy Catholic Church, id., or 9d. per doz. 

ASHIiET, The Bev. J, M. 

The Victory ofthe Spirit: a Course of Short Sermons by way of Commentary on the 
Eighth Chapter of S. Paul's Epistle to the Romans. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, ss. 

Thirteen Sermons from the Quaresimale of Quirico Rossi. Translated from the Italian. 
Edited by J. M. Ashley, B.C.L. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. Od. 

ATHAN ASHJS , and other Poems. By a Fellow of a College . Fcap. 8vo., ss. 

ATKINS.— Three Essays on theEtemal Sonship of Christ ; The Kingdom of Heaven^ 
and the Resurrection. BythelateRev. W.B.Atkins, A.M. Ss.Od. 

B 




Clatsified Index, 



DEVOTIONAL BOOKS. 






aS^^ "itMriluS M*^ 








■^"ASffa"'"". 












'^"^p'j^^,"^. 










SXi-iSri. ;.,.-.,. 


,\^^ 



ECCLESIOLOCY. 









EDUCATIONAL. 



Bi» LoaDna JarTtUBBflTThildrtB 



EUCHARISTIC MANUALS. 

FAMILV PRAYERS. 
HISTORY. 



^ 



"■>'■;' 



Clanijied Index. 



Psvli'i HIilDrfsl I>^d 

HYMNS. 

HYMNS FOR PUBLIC 

JUVENILE TALES. 



BUIlsp^ UULt DnihUi .* 






HdIIiIiti U H. uirT-l' 



Bra>1ii,iilB>^llilC>ll< 

l^lfi'^l'vUUiiChUiliiiD 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



SK"'*'""^"'-'" 

'^Tt^fii'mi;,^''"'"' 



iTbrXiMid't ColUlcLII 



PAROCHIAL AND CHURCH BOOKS. 



NlaUUUIODDlB^lliK '. 






ass 






Buidl'iUniillbilulrCkiiio 



PRIVATE PRAYERS. 

Andn>«>' (Bp.) Frinia 1>i<iiil(in> 



F.iTBmlliiufHriHfo.ilnStMim" 



telE;?. 






n^n Wsidi •bain mr Ixm'i'Ub' 



REWARD BOOKS. 



SCRIPTURE READINGS. 

^■dlii I LeuDDt Iram aerlplaM H laTor* 

SERMONS. 






— -ftwa«lmni(a#iinH'.S.i 

TMM-I AJTtjt l lMMn il . 












TALES AND ALLEGORIES. 









8 Works PubUsked by J. MoMten and Co,^ 

DAT OFFICE OF THIS CHT7BCH, (The) aceonliiir to the Ka l m da r of tite 
Church of England ; coniktinr of Laods, Yeapen, Prime, Teroe. Sezt, None, and 
Compline, tliroairhoat the Year. To which are added, the Order tor the Administra- 
tion of the Reserred Eocharist, Penance, and Unction; togrether with the Office of 
thk Dead, Commendation of a Sonl, divers Benedictions and Offices, and full Rubrical 
^^•cttons. „ ^^ „^.^ 

A complete Edition, especially for Sisterhoods and ReUgions Houses. By the Editor 
of *<The Little Hoars of the Day." Crown 8to., a. 6d.; dOth. red edges, 5s. 6d.; 
calf, 9s. 6d. i morocco, lOs. 6d. 
Sapplement to the Day Office. Qd. 

DEBTSOU'.— Saravia on the Holy Eucharist. The Original Latin from a MS. in the 
British Museum hitherto unpublished. The Translation by the Archdeacon of Taun- 
ton. Demy 8to. 7e> 0d. 

DEVOTIONS FOB HOIiT COMMTJBTOII'. SSmo., clothe is. 

DEVOTIONS FOB DAILY ITSE. With Preface by C. L. C. Super royal 32mo. 
cloth, is. 

TI T AT. OF MEDITATION AND FBATEB. Snd ediUon. sd. 

DICKINSON.— List of Senrice Books according to the Uses of the Anglican Church, 
with the possessors, l s. 6d. 

DISTBICT VISITOB'S XEMOBANDUM BOOK. 6d..the paper la. per 

quire. 

DIVINE MASTEB, The : a Derotional Manual illustrating the Way of the Cross. 
With Ten Steel Engravings. 9th edition, 2s. 6d. ; morocco 5s. j antique calf or morocco 
71. Cheap edition in wrapper, is. 
The Engravings separately on a sheet, 9d. 

DOMESTIC OFFICES: being Morning and Evening Prayer for the Use of Fa- 
milies. Wrapper, 6d. ; cloth, 8d. 

DOTTGIiAS.— Mary and Mildred; or. Principle the Guide of Impulse. Edited by the 
Rev. Stair Douglas. Snd edition. Ss. 

DBOF IN THE OCEAN» or the Little Wreath of Fancy. By Agnes and Bessie. 
Sndediticm. is. 

DUKE.— Systematic Analysis of Bishop Butler's Analogy. By the Rev. Henry H. 
Duke, B.A. 38. Od., interleaved 6s. 

EABNEST AFFEAIa ON BEHAIiF OF FUBIiIC 'WOBSHTP. Ex- 
tracted flrom Bp. Patrick's Discourse concerning Prayer, la. 

EAST IiESSONS FOB THE TOUNQEB CHTLDBEN IN SUNDAT 
SCHOOIiS. By the Author of "Conversations with Cousin Rachel.*' 4d. 
Qaestions, for the Use of the Teacher. 6d. 

EAST CATECHISM OF THE OLD TESTAMENT HISTOBT, with 
the dates of the principal events, ismo. Third Edition, sd. 

ECCIjES.— Midsummer Holidays at Princes Oreen. By Mrs. Eccles, author of "The 
Riches of Poverty." l8mo., is. 

ECCIjESIOIiOGIST, The. Published under the Superintendence of the Eade- 
Biological Society. 

The First Series, 8 Yols. in 1, and the New Series, s6 Yols. doth, are now offered at 
the reduced price of ^5. 5s. for the set. 

ECCI«ESIOIiOOT, Hand-Book of English. Companion for Church Tourists. 
Cloth, 2s. 

ECHOES OF OUB CHUjDHOOD. By the author of "Everley," &c. Fcap. 
4to., toned paper, with iUustrations, 2s.- 6d. 

EDMONSTONE, Sir Arohibald, Bart. 

Portions of the Psalms, selected and arranged for Devotional Purposes. Paper 6d. t 

cloth, lod. 
The Christian Gentieman's DaUy Walk. 28. 0d. 

^^^S.^J^.^^^^'^Q" : or. the Self-Willed. A Fairy Extravaganza. A Dramatic Yetsion 
of The Hope of the Katzekopfs." Crown 8to., 6d. 
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SIiIiIS.—From the Font to the Altar: a Manaalof Christian Doctrine for the Yoonir, 
espedally thoie who are preparing for Confirmation. By the Rey. Conyn^^ham Ellis. 
Second Edition, is. 4d. cloth ; la. wrapper. 

'EMBBOIDEB7, Ecdesiastlcal. Working Patterns of Flowers, on sheets, Nos. 1 to 
18, 0d. each ; or in Three Parts. 8s. each. 

SMBBOIDEBT, (Church.) A Few Practical Hints on. With Six Plates. Is. 

ENGIiISH CATHOIiIC'S DAUiT TEXT BOOK. By the Editor of the 
" English Catholic's Devotions for the Stations." &c. l8mo., d. 8s. ; interleaved, 2s. fid. 

EBBOrOTON.— Prayers for Soldiers, by Colonel Errington . sd . 

IffiTTCHABISTIC DEVOTIONS, with Preparations and Thankag:iTinffS for 
Yoang Persons Unconfirmed or not Commanicatingr. Royal S2roo., cloth, 9d. A 
companion book to '* The Devout Chorister," and may be had bound with it, is. fid. cl. 

EUCHABISTIC MONTH: being short Daily Preparation and Thanksgiving for 
the Holy Communion. Cloth is. 

EVANS, The late Arohdeaoon B. "W. 

Tales of the Ancient British Church. Cloth 8s. fid. 
Daily Hymns. 3s. fid. 

EVANS.— Christianity In Its Homely Aspects : Sermons on Various Subjects, de- 
livered in the Church of S. Andrew, Wells Street, and else«vhere. By the Bev. A. B. 
Evans, D.D. Second Series. 8s. 

EVANS.— Pietas Puerllls; or. Childhood's Path to Heaven, and other Poems. Dedl- 
cated by special permission to H. R. H. the Duchess of Cambridge. By the Rev. A. B. 
Evans. 8vo., toned paper, as. fid. 

EVEBIjET. a Tale. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. fis. 

EVENING MEETINGS, The; or. the Pastor among the Boys of his Flock. By 
C. M. S. Reprinted from the Churchman** Companion, Fcap. 8vo., 8s. 

EXPIiANATION OF SOME SOBIPTUBAL AND ECCLESIASTI- 
CAL TEBMS. 8rd edition, 3d. 

FAMHiT PBA7EBS for the ChUdren of the Church. 4d.. cloth 8d. 

FANNY'S FIjOWEBS ; or, Fun for the Nursery. With several engravings, is. ; 
doth gilt, is. fid. 

FASTS AND FESTIVAIjS OF THE CHUBCH, In a conversational form, 
is. 8d. 

A FElVDEVOTIONAIi HELPS FOB THE CHBISTIAN SEASONS. 
Royal 38mo. a Vols., cloth 5s. fid. 
AnvBNT, CaaisTMAS, ano thb Seasons until Lbnt (ififi pp.) is. 

I.BNT AND PASSION-TIOB (88 pp.) fid. 

Bastcr-tidb (48 pp.) 4d. 

From Rogation to Trinity (ISfi pp.) 8d. 

Thb Saints' Days (13fi pp.) 8d. 

Trinity. Part I. is. 4d. 

Trinity. Part II. is. 

A FE'W "WOBDS TO IjITTIiE CHIIiDBEN ABOUT THE SEASONS 
OF THE CHBISTIAN YEAB. ByC.E. F. 4d. 

A FEW "WOBDS TO A CHBISTIAN MOUBNEB. ad. 

FIBST STEPS TO FAITH AND PIETT; or, a Man ual of Doctrine, Instruc 
tion, and Prayer, for the use of Members of the Church of England who have little 
leisure time. Second edition, lod. cloth. 

FIVE TAIiES OF OIjD TIME. Separately In cloth, fid. each. Follow Me. 
(C. E. H., Morwenstow)— The Shepherd of the Giant Mountains. (Fouqu6.)— The 
, Knight and the Enchanters. ( Fouqn^.) 

FIjO'WEB, The late Bev. "W, B. 

Sermons for the Seasons of the Church, translated from S. Bernard. 8vo. fis. 

The Three Books of Theophilus to Autolycus on the Christian Religion. Translated, 

with Notes. 3s. fid. 
Classical Tales and Legends . as., cheap edition is. 
Tales of Faith and Providence. 3s. 
The Widow and her Son; with other Tales. Translated from the Qerman. l8mo. 

cloth, as. 

FONTNEIilt S. CHAD. A Reminiscence. Crown 8vo. 
FOBBES.— Snowball and other Tales. By Isabella Forbes, as. fid. 
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FOBD, The Bev. J. 

Twelve SermonB from the Qaaresimale of P. Paolo Segrneri. snd edition. 08. 
A Second Series of Twelve Sermons from the same. ds. 
A Third Series of Twelve Sermons from the same. 6s. 

The Three Series in one vol., cloth, iss. 
Twelve Sermons, preached in the Chapel of Liverydole Almahonse, at Heavitree. 

l2mo., cloth, 38« 
Thoughts in Verse on Private Prayer and Public Worship, is. Od. 
The Gospel of S. Matthew Illustrated from Ancient and Modern Anthors, chiefly in 

the Doctrinal and Moral Sense. 3nd edition, lis. 
The Gospel of S. Mark Illustrated. Sod edition. lOs. 
The Gtospelof S. Luke Illustrated. 2nd edition. 128. 
The Gospel of S. John Illustrated. 2nd edition. 128. 
The Acts of the Apostles. iSs. 
S. Paul's Epistle to the Romans. 128. 

FORM OF PHAYE HAIT D CBBEMOiriES USED AT THE CONSE- 
CBATION OF 0HT7BCHES, &o„ in London and Winchester, id., or 7b. 
per 100. Form for Oxford Diocese. 2d., or Us. per 100. 

FOBM OF FBAYEB FOB IiAYING THE STONE OF A CHUBCH 
OBCHAPEIi. Id. 

FOBM OF FBATEB FOB IiATING THE STONE OF A SCHOOIi. 

ss. 6d. per 100. 

FOBM OF FBATEB FOB OPENING A NEW SCHOOIi. 38. 6d. per 100. 

FOBM OF SEIjF-EXAMINATION ; with Prayers Preparatory to the Holy 
Communion. 2d. 

FOBM OF SEBVICE FOB CONSECBATINa CEMETEBT CHA- 
FEIiS. [Rochester Diocese.] 7^- per lOO. 

FOBSYTH'S BOOK OF NE'W MONTTMENTAIj DESIGNS, with an 
Introduction hy the Rev. Charles Boutell, M.A. 4to. 2nd edition, lOs. Gd. 

FOWIjE.— The Epistle to the Hebrews the Epistle of S. Paul. By the Rev. W. H . 
Fowle. 18. 6d. 

FOX, The Bev. 8. 

The Noble Army of Martyrs. 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 

The Holy Church throughout all tht world. 28., cheap edition, is. 

FBEDEBICK GOBDON, or the Storming of the Redan. By a Soldier*s Daughter. 
Royal iSmo., Is. 

FBEEMAN.— History of Architecture. By E. A. Freeman . (Pub. 14s.) Reduced to 5s. 

FBEEMAN.— Four Sermons for the Season of Advent. By the Yen. Archdeacon 
Freeman. Post 8vo., 28. 

GAIiTON, The Bev. J. Ii. 

Notes of Lectures on the Book of Canticles or Song of Solomon, delivered in the 

Parish Church of S. Sidwell, Exeter. 6s. 
One Hundred and Forty-two Lectures on the Book of Revelation. lu Two Vols. 18b. 

GIANT-SIiATEBS, The. By the Author of "Clevedou Chimes," "Left to our 
Father," &c. 

GOD'S CHITBCH ON EABTH. Fcap. 8vo. 6d. 

GOING HOME. A Story. By F. G. W. 3rd ed. is. Od. cloth. 

GOODBICH.— aaudia : the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. By A. M. Goodrich. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. 0d. 

GOOD SAYINGS FOB EVEBY DAY OF THE YEAB. 6d. 

GOOD'WTN.— A Short Account of the Art of Polychrome. Historical and Practical. 
By T. Goodwin, B.A. Is. 6d. 

GBANDFATHEB*8 CHBISTMAS STOBY, The. With iUostration and 
ornamental borders. 0d. 

GBAY.— The Christian's Plahi Guide. By the Rev. Walter A. Gray, M.A., Vicar of 
Arksey. 32mo., cloth la.; wrapper, fid. 
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GRANTHAM, THe Bev. G. P. 

** Name this Child j" or a Few Words to Parents and Sponsors concerning the Selec- 
tion of Suitable and Correct Names for Children. Sd. 
The Mysteries of Holy Church, and other Verges, ss. Od. 

GBBAT TRUTHS OP THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION. Edited by the 
Rev. W. U. Richards. Fifth edition, 3s. cloth j or in five parts, wrappers, ss. 6d. 

GRESIjET, The Rev. VT. 

Thoughts on Religion and Philosophy. Fcap. 8to. 

Priests and Philosophers. Fcap. 8to., 3s. 6d. 

Practical Sermons. 38. 0d. 

Sermons preached at Brighton. Ss. ffd. 

Sophron and Neologas, or Common Sense Philosophy. Ss. 

Treatise on the English Chnrch: containing Remarks on its History, Theory, &c. is. 

An Essay on Confession, Penance, and Absolution. By Mr. Roger Laurence, with a 

Preface by the Rev. W. Gresley. is. 
The Present State of the Controversy with Rome. Three Sermons preached in S. 

Paul's, Brighton. 
The Porestof Arden, a Tale of the English Reformation. 3.h. ; cheap edition, 2s. 
The Siege of Lichfield, a Tale of the Great Rebellion. Ss. j cheap edition, is. 8d. 
Bernard Leslie, a Tale of the Times. (1838.) Ss. 
Bernard Leslie. Second Part, 3s. 
Holiday Tales. 2s., wrapper is. 0d. 
Portrait of an English Churchman. 8th edition, 2s. 0d. 

HACKET.—An Account of the Life and Death of the Right Rev. Father in Gon, John 
Hacket, late Lord Bishop of Lichfield and Coventry. Published by Thomas Plume, 
D.D., and edited with large additions and copious Notes, by Mackenzie E. C. Widcott, 
B.D. Fcap. 8vo., 3s. fid. 

HAIjIiAM. — Monumental Memorials t being Designs for Headstones and Mural Monu- 
ments. By J. W. Hallam, Architect. Imp. 8vo. Parts I. and II., 2s. fid. each. 

HAMILTON.— Parochial Sermons. By the Rev. L. R. Hamilton. Fcap. 8vo., 3s. fid. 

HANCOCK.— The Children of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. l8mo., 2s. 

HAWKER.— Echoes from Old Cornwall. By the Rev. R. S. Hawker, M.A. 2s. fid. 

HELMORE, Frederick, Esq. 

Chnrch Choirs ; containing Directions for the Formation, Management, and Instruction 

of Cathedral, Collegiate, and Parochial Choirs; being the result of twenty-two 

years* experience in Choir Training. 3rd edition, is. 
Eighty Short Exercises, in Eight Lessons, on the Major Scale. 4d. 
The Chorister's Instruction Book. The result of thirty years' practical experience in 

all the more popular methods of teaching the Rudiments of Music. Crown 8vo., Od. 
Speakers, Singers, and Stammerers. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo., cloth, 48. fid. 

HELPS FOR CONFIRMATION AND FIRST COMMUNION. By 
Two Priests of the Church of England, fid. 

HENRIETTA'S WISH. A Tale. By the author of "The Heir of Redclyffe.'* 
Fourth Edition, 5s. 

HETGATE, Tlie Rev. VT, E. 

The Manual: a Book of Devotion. Eighteenth edition. Cloth, limp, is. j boards, 

is. sd. ; roan, is. fid. ; cheap edition, fid. 
The Manual. Adapted for general use, ismo., cloth, is. fid. 
The Evening of Life; or Meditations and Devotions for the Aged. Post 8 vo., large 

type. 5s. fid. 
Ember Hours. New edition revised, with an Essay on Religion in Relation to Science, 

by the Rev. T. S. Ackland, M.A., Vicar of fialne, author of *• Story of Creation," 

&c. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, Ss. 
Catholic Antidotes. Post 8vo. 58. fid. 
William Blake ; or, the English Farmer. Ss. fid. 
Godfrey Davenant at School. 2s. 
Ellen Meyrick ; or. False Excuses. 4d. 
Memoir of the Rev. John Aubone Cook, M.A., Vicar of South Benfleet and Rural 

Dean, l2mo. cloth, is. 
The Wedding Gift. A Devotional Manual for the Married, or those intending to 

Marry. 2nd edition, revised and enlarged. 3s. 

HICKS.— Catechetical Lectures on the Incarnation . By the Rev. James Hicks. 3s. 

HICKS.— General View of the Doctrine of Baptismal Regeneration. By the Rev. W. 
H. Hicks, gd. 
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HIDDSH' Iijj!'jy, The. Translated from NepTen's Pens^es Chrdiennes. Srd editton* 
enlarged, ismo. se. 

HIEBUBGIA ANGIiICAlTA ; or Documents and Extracts Illastratiye of the Ritual 
of the Church of England after the Reformation. 8to., cloth, with Illustrations, iss. 

HIGHBB GIiAUCS s or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday School Teacher. Edited by 
the ReT. R. Seymour, M .A. 18mo., cloth, is. 

HHiABT 8. MAGNA; or, the Nearest Duty first. A Tale. Fcap. 8to., 4s. 

TTTT.T. — Short Sermons on some leadinr Principles of Christian Life. By the Rey. H. 
HiU. 0s. 

HITjIi.— Stories on the Commandments. The First Table: "My duty towards God." 
By the Rev. G. Hill. Is. cloth, or In a packet. 

HINTS ON £ABIi7 EDUCATION, addressed to Mothers. By a Mother. Snd 
edition. Edited by the Archbishop of Dublin. 6d. 

HOIiIDATS AT S. MABT'S ; or. Tales in a Sisterhood. By S. D. N., author of 
*< Chronicles of S. Mary's." l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

HOIjT CHIIiD JIjSTJS. Thoughts and Prayers on the Holy Infancy and Child, 
hood of our Blessed Loan and Saviour, Jbsus Cbbist. With 8 Engravings, is. 6d. 
cloth J Is. wrapper; morocco, 4s. 

HOIiT CHUjDHOOD of OUB BIiSSSED IiOBD. Meditations for % 
Month. By the Author of "Tales of Kirkbecfc." 0d. 

HOIiT ESITCHABIST, The. A Manual containing Directions andsuitable Devotions 
for those who remain in Church but do not Communicate. By a Parish Priest. 0d. 

HOME AT HEATHEBBBAE, The. By the Author of " Everley." Fcap. 8vo., 
3s. 6d. 

HOME FOB, CHBISTMAS. l8mo., is. 6d. 

HOPKINS.— PietasMetrica. By the Rev. T. M. Hopkins. Ss.fid. 

HOFEHNS.— The Law of Ritualism, examined in its Relation to the Word of God, to 
the Primitive Church, to the Church of England, and to the Protestant EpiscoiMd 
Church in the United States. By the late lUght Rev. John Heniy Hopkins, D.D., 
Bishop of Vermont. Second Edition. 2s. A Reprint of the above, for distribution, 
in fcap. 8vo., is. 

HOF'WOOD, The late Bev. H. 

School Geography. New edition, ss. ; cheap edition, is. 
The Child's G^eography, being an abridgment of the above, is. 

HOBOIiOOY* or Dial of Prayer, foi the pocket, is. 

HOSMEB.— Hearing Mass and other customs considered. By the Rev. A. H. Hoamer. 
Svo., Ss. 6d. 

HOUSMAN, Bev. H. 

Readings on the Psalms, with Notes on their Musical Treatment, originally ad- 

dressed to Choristers. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. 0d. 
Sermon Stories for Children's Services and Home Reading. lOmo. ss. 

HOW TO COME TO CHBIST. By the Author of " Our New life tai Christ.*' 
Fcap. 8vo. 0d. 

HOW TO FOIiIiOW CHBIST. By the Author of " Our New Life in CnaisT." 
In IS Parts, 8s. j and in 1 vol. cloth. 

HTTBEBT NEYTLIiE. A Tale. By the Author of " The Neglected Opportunity," 
ftc. Fcap. Svo. is. 

HUGHE 8.— Tracts for Parish Distribution. By the late Rev. E. J. R. Hughes. Six in 
a packet, 2d. 

HUSBAND.— Truths of the Catholic Religion. Being Short Extracts from Sermons, 
preached in S. Mary's Church, Atherstone. By the Rev. Edward Husband, ffd. 

HUTCHTNGS, The Bev. "W. H. 

The Person and W^ork of the Holt Ghost. A Series of Lectures delivered in aub- 

stonce at All Saints', Margaret Street, in Lent, 1868. 8vo., 3s. 
Some Aspects of the Cross. Seven Discourses delivered in S. Andrew's, Clewer. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 4s. 

HSDE.— The Catechism of the Church of England, with analysis, notes, explanations, 
and iUustrattons from the Holy Scriptures, for the use of ChUdren. By T. J. Hyde. 4d. 
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HTMN 8 AJSTD INTBOITB, with some Anthems, adapted to the Seasons of the 
Christian Year. Strongrly bound in cloth, Od. ) limp cloth, fid. { roan, is. Sd. 

HTMXS OF THS HOIiY FEAST. Square 94mo., on tinted paper, and m- 
bricated, 8d. 

HTMNS FOB INFANT CHUjDBSN. S2mo., id. With MUSIC, edited by 
the Rev. J. B. Dykes, M.A., Mas. Doc. is. 

INCABNATION, The. A Series of Tracts on the connection of Church Principles 
with the Incarnation. 
No. I. The Incarnation. 9d. 
No. 9. The Incamatioa } Christ and His Sacraments. 9d. 

INGABNATION, Catechism on the. Founded on Bishop Bull's " State of Man 
before the Fall,** &c. 1 s. 

INOUMBENT OF AXHUjI*, The, A Sequel to " The Chorister Brothers.** 
Fcap. 8vo., 38. 6d. 

INNES. — Five Sermons preached in Advent and on the Festival of the Holy Ihnocents 
in the Parish Church of Downe, Kent. By the Rev. John Innes, M.A. Is. 6d. * 

INTEBMEDIATE STATE, The. A Poem dedicated (with permission fh>m him. 
self) to the late Author of the *' Christian Year.** Fcap. 8vo., cloth, is. 0d. 

ION IjESTEB. a Tale, by C. H. H. Fcp. svo., 4s. fid. 

IBONS, The Bev. "W, J. 

The Judgments on Baptismal Regeneration } with Appendices, and a Discourse on 

Heresy. Ss. fid. 
On the Holy Catholic Church, as a Witness against False Philosophising. 4s. fid. 
Ecclesiastical Jurisdiction : being Four Lectures on The Synod— The Diocese The 

Parish— The Priest. 7b. fid. 
The Preaching of Christ. A Series of Sixty Sermons for the People. In a nacket 

6s. Cloth, fis. ^ ' 

The Miracles of Christ : being a Second Series of Sermons for the People. Second 

Edition. 8vo., doth, fis. 
The Christian Servant's Book of Devotion, Self-Examination, and Advice. Sixth 

Edition. 12mo., cloth, is. 

ISLAND CHOIB» or the Children of the Child Jrsus. 4d. 

rVO AND VEBENA, or the Snowdrop ; a Tale of the Early Christians. By the 
author of "Cousin Rachel.** Eighth edition. l8mo., cloth, 8s. 

IVON. By the Author of " Aunt Agnes,'* and *< Is he Clever ?*' Fcap. 8vo. 3s. fid. 

JENKINS. — Synchronistieal or Cotemporary Annals of the Kings and Prophets of 
Israel and Judah. By W. J. Jenkins, M.A. 5s. 

JOHNS, Q. A.— Examination Questions on the Pentateuch. For the Use of Schools. 
By the Rev. C. A. Johns, B.A., F.L.S. Is. 

JOHNS, The Bev. B. G-. 

The Collects and Catechising throughout the year. 2s. 
Easy Dictation Lessons, original and selected, fid., cloth 8d. 

JONES, C. A. 

Stories for the Christian Year. A New Series of Stories for every Sunday and Holy, 
day of the Year. In 22 Parts, fid. each, and 8 vols, handsomely bound in cloth 
28. each. ' 

Gertrude Dacre. Fcap. 8vo., 28. 

Ready and Desirous j or, a Lent*s Lessons, fid. 

Submfle Sngltdl^man'jGt fkintovicul lArarp. 

Sdited bf the Rev, J. F. RueeeU, B,C.L, 

English History for Children. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 2s. j limp cloth, is. 4d. 
History of Greece. Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale. 2s. 
History of Rome. By the Rev. Samuel Fox, M.A., F.S.A. 2s. 
History of Spain. By the Rev. Bennett G. Johns. 2s. 
History of Portugal. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 2s. 
History of Ireland. Edited by the late Rev. T. K. Arnold, B.D. is. fid. 
History of Scotland. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. 2s. 

Cheap Editions, in limp doth, is. each. 
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C^e Sttbemle iEnglttf|)maii^tf Itbrarp. 

The emrlp Volume$ were Bdiiei hg the Rev, F. B. Puget; the Imier bp the Rat, /. F, Rmeteli. 



Tales of the Village Children. By the ReT. 

P. B. Pairet. First Series, Ss. 
The Hope of the Katzekopfs : a Fairy Tale. 

By the Rev. F. E. Paget. Ss. 
Tales of the Village Children . By the Rev. 

F. B. Paget. Second Series, Ss. 
The Triamphs of the Cross. Tales of Chris. 

tian Heroism. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

ss. 
The Triumphs of the Cross. Part II. Tales 

of Christian Endurance. B3 the Rev. 

J. M. Neale. Ss. 



The Charcoal Bomers. is. 6d. 

Godfrey Davenant; a Tale of School Life. 
By the Rev. W. B. Heygate. Ss. 

School Geography, with a Chapter on the 
Ecclesiastical Geography of Great Bri- 
tain. By the Rev. H. Hopwood. Ss. 

Poynings : a Tale of the Revolution, 1668. 
ss. 

The Manger of the Holy Night, from the 
German. ByC.B.H.,Morwenstow. Ss. 

Stories from Heathen Mythology. By the 
Rev. J. M. Neale. Ss. 



KSMFIS.— The Soliloquy of the Soul, and the Garden of Roses. Translated from 
Thomas k Kempis. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, B.A. Ss.} cheap edition. Is. 

KBH, Bishop. 

Prayers for Morning and Evening. Ss. 6d. per 1 00. 
Practice of Divine Love, ss.j cheap edition, 9d. 
Preparatives for Death, is. 

EEIfBIOK.— Oswald; a Tale of the Early Church. An Account of the Founding of 
Latin Christianity in our island by S. Augustine, a.d. 596. By the Rev. C. W. H. 
Kenrick, B.A., Brasenose College, Oxford, and Curate of S. John Evangelist, Newbuxy. 
18mo., cloth, 18. 6d. 

IjAST SIjSEF of THU CHBISTIAS' CHUiD. a poem, companion 
to the ** DaUy Ufe." Sd. s or on a sheet, id. 

IiAUHENClS.— ^The Churchman's Assistant at Holy Communion ; being so much of 
the Order of Administration as is engaged with the actual celebration of Oiat Sacra- 
ment. With Additions and Directions for the use of Communicants. By the Rev. 
Robert F. LAurence, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, Ss. 

ImAYTNG on of HANDS: A Manual for Confirmation] with Helps preparatory 
to receiving that Holy Ordinance. 4d., cloth fid. 

IjEA, The Bev. "W, 

Catechisings on the Prayer Book. Srd edition, 18mo. doth. Is. 
Catechisings on the Life of our Lord. ISmo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Sermons on the Prayer Book, preached at Rome. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. 

Ii££, The Bev. F. G-. 

The Message of Reconciliation. Four Advent Sermons. 8vo. Ss. 
Miscellaneous Sermons, by Clergymen of the Church of England . Edited by the Rev. 
Frederick G. Lee, F.S.A. (Pub. 8s. 6d.) Reduced to Ss. 6d. 

IiSG-ENDA DOMXjSTICA: Lessons for the Sundays, Holy-days, and Week- 
days, throughout the Year. Selected for the Offices of Famil y Devotion, and arranged 
according to the Kalendar of the Church of England, is. 

IiBBSONS FOB IiITTIiE OHHiDBEN ON THS SEASONS OF 
THE CHUBCH. By C. A. R. is. 

LESSONS FOB IiITTIiE CHLLDBEN FBOSi THE HISTOBY OF 
THE CHUBCH. By C. A. R. is. 

IiESSONS FOB EVEBY DAY IN THE "WEEK, with Hymns and Music. 
By the Author of "Conversations with Cousin Rachel." Sd. Companion to 
the Xtessons, for the use of the Teacher, is. 

IiESSONS IN G-BAMMAB FOB A OHHiD. Large type, price 4d. 

IiESSONS ON THE CBBED. What we are to believe. ls.6d. 

IiEVETT.— Gentle Influence} or. The Cousin*s Visit. By F. M. Levett. Third 
Edition. Is. 

IiITANY, The, from the Book of Common Prayer, together with the latter part 
of the Commination Service. Noted. Edited by Richard Redhead. Handsomely 
printed in red and bUck. Demy 4to. Wrapper, 7s. 6d.j French morocco, 188. i 
nuuroeeo, S4s. j morocco extra, sos. 
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IiITANIEB. 

The Litany Appendix: coDtaiQiny a Mluion Serrice, twenty Metrical Litanies 

and Metrical Hymns, id.; cloth, sd. 
The Litany Appendix and Sequel. 9d. 
Litany of oar Lord. 2s. 6d. per 100. 
Litany of the Name of J KSDt. SSmo., Id. 
A Metrical Lit&ny of Penitence (from the *' People's Hymnal/') with a suitable Tune, 

for use in Church, sb. Ad. per 100. 
Litany of the Passion, with a suitable Tune. Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Litany of Penitence and Litany of the Passion (from " The People's Hymnal.*') The 

Marie for Poor Voices. By J. George, Organist of S . Mary Magdalene, Addiscombe. 

Id., orss.per 100. 

IiITTIiEDAIjIj.— Commentary on the Song of Songs. From Ancient and Mediwal 
Sources. By the Rev. R. F. Littledale, LL.D., D.C.L. 12mo., antique cloth, 7s. 

IaITTI<E HOUBS OF THIS DAT, according to the Kalendar of the Church 
of England. ss.6d. cloth; 9s. 6d. wrapper. 

IiITTIjE AIjICE ANB H£B SISTEB. Edited by the Rev. W.Gresley. Ss. 

LirURaiES. 

Liturgy of S. John Chrysostom, translated from the Greek according to the Eucholo- 

gion, and compared with the Slavonic. Ss. 
Liturgy of S. John Chrjrsostom in Greek and English. Ss. 6d. 

The Scottish Communion Office in Greek. Edited by the Bishop of Brechin. SSmo. Ss. 
The Liturgies of 1649 and l66s. Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 

Cloth, is. 6d. 
The Liturgy of King Edward VL, a.d. 1649. Sd. 
Ordinary and Canon of the Mass, according to the Use of the Church of Sarum. 

Translated, with Introduction and Notes, by John Theodore Dodd, B.A., late 

Junior Student of Christ Church, Oxford. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, is. 8d. 
The Penny Liturgy : containing the Service for Holy Communion, with Preparation, 

Thanksgiving, and other flayers. Id. ; doth, Sd. 

lilVES OF ENOIiISHMBir IST FAST DAYS. Four Series in 1 Vol. cloth 
gilt. Ss. 6d. 

First Series, containing Herbert, Donne, Ken , Sanderson . fid. 
Second Series, Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, Mompesson, Bold, JoUy. 0d. 
Third Series, Walton, Wotton, Fanshawe, Earl of Derby, Collingwood, Raffles, 

Exmouth. lOd. 
Fourth Series, Alfired the Great, Sir T. More, John Evelyn, is. 

IiOCAIi IiEOEND S. By the author 6f ** Cecil Dean/' &c. 1 6mo., cloth Ss. fid. 

CoNTKNTS : — The Legend of the Founder's Dreams. — A Legend of S. Osmund's Priory. 
—The Barons' Tryst. A Legend of the " Roses."— The Last Cantilupe. A Legend of 
Queenhope Manor.— Fnrzy Fallow; or the Legend of Old Court. — Irene. A Legend of 
Sanshine.—Miss Mildred's Pic-nic j or the Legend of the Lake. 

liOBAINE. — Lays of Israel. By Amelia M. Loraine. Ss. fid. cloth. 

IjOW. — The Translation of the Holy Scriptures, a Lecture delivered to the workmen of 
the London Lead Company, in the Company's School-rpom, Middleton in Teesdale. 
By John Low Low, M.A. Fcap. 8vo., 8d. 

LUCT AND OHBISTTATf 'WAUTWHIGHT, and other Tales. By the 
author of " The Wynnes," &c. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. fid. 

LTBA SANCTOBITM; Lays for the Minor Festivals. Edited by the Rev. W.J. 
Deane. Ss. fid. 

M.ACATJLAY.— A Day in Nismes. By B. E. Macaulay. Ss. fid. 

MAC G-BEOOB, Ceoilia. 

Deepdene Minster; or. Shadows and Sunshine. Fcap. 8vo., is. fid. 
Somexford Priory. Crown 8vo., 48. fid. ; cheap edition, Ss. 

MAG-NAY, The Bev. C. 

Sermons, Practical and Suggestive, fis. 
Poems. New Edition, with Additions. Ss. fid. 

MAIDEN AUNT'S TAIiES, The. By the Author of **The Use of Sunshine," 
"Nina,"&c. Ss.fid. 
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MALAN, The Bev. 8. O. 

The GkMpel accordlDg to 8. John. trmnsUted from the Eleren Oldest Versions, ezc^t 

the Latin, and Compared with the English Bible} with Notes on everyone of 

the Alterations proposed by the Five Clergymen in their Revised Version of this 

Gospel. Demy4to. (Fuh. 36b.) Reduced to 19B, 

Meditations on our Loan's Passion. Translated from the Armenian of Matthew, 

VarUbed. Ss. 0d. 
The Pocket fiook of Daily Prayers. Translated from Eastern Originals. Suited for 

the Waistcoat Pocket. Cloth, 6d. j roan, is. 
Prayers aud Thanksgivings for the Holy Communion, chiefly for the use of the Clergy. 

Translated from CopUc, Armenian, and other Eastern Rituals. 1 s. 6d. ; calf, 8s. 
Preparation for Holy Communion of the Body and Blood of CnaisT, with Prayers 

and Thanksgivings for the same; chiefly for the use of the Laity. Gathered and 

translated from Armenian and other Eastern Originals. Is. 6d. cloth, ss. calf. 
Bethany, a Pilgr^age ; and Magdala, a Day by the Sea of Galilee, is. 6d. 
The Coasts of Tyre and Sidon. A Narrative, is. 
Letters to a Young Missionary, is. fid. 

Plain Exposition of the Apostles' Creed, in Question and Answer, is. 6d. 
Meditations for every Wednesday and Friday in Lent, on a Prayer of S. Ephraem. 

Translated from the Russian. Ss. 0d. 
Companion for Lent. Being an Exhortation to Repentance, from the Syriac of S. 

Ephraem { and Thoughts for every Day in Lent, gathered from other Eastern 

Fathers and Divines, is. 8d. 

MANUAL FOB COMMmriCANTB: being an Assistant to a Devout and 
Worthy Reception of the Loan's Supper. Roan, is. ; paper cover, 6d. In large 
type, 6d. ) also a cheap edition for placing in Prayer Books. Sd. 

MAITCTAL FOB MOUBNISBB, with Devotions, Directions, and Forms of Self. 
Examination. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

MAITCTAL of MOBNTNG- and ETHSNING- FBAYISB for a Christian Ser. 
vant. 2d. 

' jHanualii for Intltttftrtal dcf^oob. 

A cheaper re-issne, cloth, »d, eaehj bound in One Vol., Ss. 0d. 

No. I. Cooking} or. Practical Training for Servants, &c. 

No. If. Gardening } or. Training for Boys as Gardeners. 

No. III. Household Work ; or. The Duties of Female Servants. 

No. IV. Plain Needlework in all its branches. 

No. V. On the Management of Poultry and Domestic Animals. 

MABT MANBFIBIjD ; or, the Life and Trials of a Country Girl. 6d. 

MABK DENNIS ; or, the Engine- Driver. A Tale of the Railway. By the Author 
of ** The Chorister Brothers," &c. Second Edition. l8mo., Ss. 

MASTEBS'S lilST OF OHUBCHES in which the DaUy Prayers are said. 
New edition, with Map of the London phurches, 6d. 

MAUN BEI<I<.— Church Bells and Ringing. By the late W. T. Maunsell, M.A., Christ 
Church, Oxford, is. 

MEETING- IN THE WHiDEBNESB, The; an Imagination. By the author 
of ** The Divine Master." Wrapper, is. 

MEMOIBS OF AN ABM-OHAIB, The. Written by himself. Edited by the 
author of *' Margaret Stourton," <* The Missing Sovereign," &c. l6mo., is. 

MEMOBIAJi OF M. E. D. AND G. E. D. Brief notes of a Christian life and 
very holy death. By T. B. P. Od. 

MEMOBIAIi OF ELIZABETH A . 0d. 

MEBCY DO'WN'EBs or. Church and Chapel, ismo., 6d. ; cloth, is. 

A METHOD OF ASSISTING- THE SICK. Translated from the Latin. 
(A. P. F.) SSmo. rubricated, sd. 

MILIi, The late Bev. "W, H. 

Sermons on the Nature of Christianity. Ss. 6d. 

Sermons preached before the University of Cambridge, on the 5th of November ani 
the following Sundays. ss.0d. 
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DB. MHjIj'S FOBTBAIT. Proofs before letters, I9s. Proofs, 7s. 6d. Prints, 5s. 

MHiIjABD.— S. Peter's Denials of Christ. Seven Sliort Lectures to the Boys of S. 
Micliael's College, Tenburjr. Byttie Kev. F. M. Millard, M.A. Fcap. 8vo., cl., is. 4d. 

MIIjIiIjB.— Worshipping Goo in the Beauty of Holiness. By the Rev. E. Miller, 
M.A. 4d. 

'M'TT.T.nn* 8 JOUBN All ; or, the Emip«nt*8 Letters. Edited by the author of "Amy's 
Trials." Dedicated by permission to the Rev. H. Caswall, D.D. 6d. 

MTTiMAN, The Bight Bev. B., Bishop of Calcutta. 

The Love of the Atonement; a Devotional Exposition of the 6Srd chapter of Isaiah. 

4th edition. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, Ss. 6d. 
Convalescence. Thoughts forthose who are recovering firom Sickness. Fcap. 8vo., is. 
The Voices of Harvest. 8d.; cloth, is. 

The Way through the Desert; or, The Caravan. 6d.; is. cloth. 
The Mystery of Marking : a Parable for School Oirls. 6d., cloth lOd. 
Meditations on Confirmation. Sd. 

MINISTBATION OF PUBLIC BAPTISM OF INFABTTS.to be used 
in Church, in combination with the Ministration of Reception to be used in the Church 
after the Private Baptism of Infants. 6d. 

MINISTBT OF COIfSOIiATIOIf, The. A Guide to-Confession, for the use 
of Members of the Church in England. Second Edition. Limp cloth, is. 4d. 

yUNTSflE'S BIBTHDA7, and other Tales for Children. By Marietta. Edited, 
and with Four Illustrations, by Cuthbert Bede. ss., doth. 

MIBSBEBE : the Fifty-flrst Psalm. With Devotional Notes. Reprinted from Neale's 
** Commentary on the Psalms." With additions by the Rev. R. F. Littledale, LL.D. 
6d. ; cloth, IS. 

MITCHXjIjIj.— Hatherleigh Cross. A Tale. By Mrs. F. J. Mitchell. i8mo., cloth, is. 

MONBO, The late Bev. B. 

Sacred Allegories of Christian Life and Death. A Fine Edition, complete in one vol., 
printed on toned paper, and handsomely bound in cloth gilt. Crown 8vo., 
78. 6d.j morocco, l6s. 

The Dark River. I The Revellers, &c. 

The Vast Army. I The Journey Home. 

The Combatants. I The Dark Mountains. 

Limp cloth, is. each. Cloth boards, is. 6d. each. 
In 2 vols, cloth, Ss. 6d. each. 

Basil, the Schoolboy; or, the Heir of Arundel. A Story of School Life. 4th edit. 

Fcap. 8VO., cloth, Ss. 6d. 
Walter, the Schoolmaster; or. Studies of Character in a Boys' School. 4th edit. 

Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 38. 
Tales for the Million, ismo., complete, cloth, 2s. 

Dick, the Haymaker, 4d. 

Walter, the Convict, 4d. 

Edward Morris. A Tale of Cottage Life. 2d. 

The Tale of a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. 4d. 

Joey ; or, the Story of an Old Coat. 6d. 
Leila. A Tale in Verse, is. 
Eustace; or, the Lost Inheritance. Fcp. 8vo., 2s. 
Claudian, a Tale of the Second Century. 2s. ; cheap edition, is. 
The Footprints in the Snow. A Tale. is. 
Harry and Archie; or, First and Last Communion. Cloth, IS. 
Harry and Archie, with Sequel, in 1 Vol. cloth, is. 6d. 
Nanny : a Sequel to ** Harry and Archie." 6d. ; cloth, is. 
Parochial Papers, in limp cloth. 

Readings and Reflections for Holy Week. 1 Od. 

Plan of Preparation for Confirmation, for the use of the Clergy. 6d. 

Manuals and Prayers for Confirmation and First Communion. Price 4d. 

School Prayers for the Ecclesiastical Year. 1 s. 

The Schoolmaster's Day, with Hints for Lectures. 8d. 

The above bound in one vol. cloth, price 4s. 
True Stories of Cottagers. 1 8mo. cloth, or in a packet, 2s. 
Midsummer Eve. 6d., cloth is. 
Paacal the Pilgrim. A Tale for young Communicants. Is.; cloth, 1 s. 6d . 
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MOVBEIiIf.— Pnycn and litfoies, Ukcn from Holy Soiptarei tosetber witii a 
Calendar and table of Leseoos. Arranged by the Rev. J. 8. B. Monaell, LL.D. 
l<fano.,cloth, U. 

MOOBXi.— Basy Readings from the History of England. For the use of little Chil. 
dren. By Mary B. C. Moore. Edited by the Rev. M. W. Mayow. M. A. 2nd edition, 
iSmo., ss. 

MOROAH', The Bev. A. M. 

Gifts and light. Church Verses. Pcap. 8to. Ss. 
The Ascension and other Poems. Pcap. 8to. fid. 
The Chorch in Babylon and other Poems. Pcap. fhro. 1 s. 

MOBNOTG- AND BVENOTG- 1SXEBCI8IS8 for Beginners. By a Clergy, 
man. sd., or Us. per 100. 

MOBHTETG and HVJCNLBTG- FBAYICB. On a card. By E. S. 4d. 

MOBNING- AND EVlfiNLNG- FBATXSB, with Directions. By F. H. M. sd. 

MOBNING AND EVENINa PBAYIBBS for a Household. 6d. 

MOSSMAN, Tha Bev. T. "W. 

A Glossary of the Principal Words nsed in a FigoratiTe, Typical, or Mystical sense in 
the Holy Scriptures; with their Signification, gathered from the Sacred Writers 
themselTes. or from the Works of the Ancient Fathers. Pcap. 8to., cloth, is. 8d. 
Sermons. ISmo., cloth 5s. 

MOUIjI^BIIC, The Bar. G. 

Hymns and Lyrics, for the Seasons and Saints* Days of the Chorch. Pcap. 9ro., 6s. 
Family Prayer. A Lecture deliTered before the Members of the Bristol Branch of 

the English Church Union, Fetamary SO, 1^8. 6d. 
Offices for Holy Week and Easter, after the Primer Use, together with the Meditations 

on the Life and Passion of our Loan. Edited by the Rev. G. Moultrie, M Jk. 

18mo. Ss. 
The Martyrdom of S. Polycarp. 8vo., is. 

MOUNTAIN, The late Bev. J. H. B. 

Sermons for the Seasons, and on other occasions. Demy 8to.. detli* 78. 6d. 
A Tracton Preparation for Death. By Desiderius Erasmus* of Rotterdam. Translated 
from the Latin by the Rev. J. H. B. Mountain, D.D. Fcap.Svo., in largetype. Ss. 

MUBBAT, Bev. F. H. 

A Catena of Authorities with regard to the Altar and Encharistic Sacrifice, is. fid. 
A Form of Self .Kyami nation ; with a Few Directions for Daily Use. Sd., or Sis. per 1 00. 

MY DX7TT AT THE TIME OF CONFINEMENT. On a thin card, 
ss. 6d.per 100. 

MT BIBTHDAY EVE. A Waking Dream. ls.6d. 

MY IjITTLE PATIENT. A Tsle of Hospital Life. Second Odition. l8mo., fid. ; 
doth, is. 

NEAXiE, The late Bev. J. M. 

History of the Holy Eastern Church. — General Introdnctlon . Two vols., jft. 
Appendix to the Introduction to the History of the Holy Eastern Chorch; containing 

a list of the Sees. is. 
The History of the Patriarchate of Alexandria. Two vcHs., S4s. 
Sermons preached in Sackville College Chapel. Fonr Vols., Crown 8vo. 
Vol. I. Advent to Whitsan Day. With Introduction by the Editors. 7s. 6d. 
Vol. II. Trinity and Saints' Days. 7s. 6d. 
Vol. III. Lent and Passiontide. 7s. 6d. 

Vol. IV. Sermons for the Black Letter Days, or Minor Festivals of the Chordi of 
England. Third Edition. 0s. 
Readings for the Aged . A Sdection from the Sermons preached in Sackville College 

Chapel. Crown 8vo. 
Sermons preached in a Religions House. S vols., fcap. 8vo., lOs. 
Sermons preached in a Religions House. Second Series, s vols., fcap. 8vo., 10s. 
A Commentary on the Psalms, from the Primitive and Mediseval Writers } and from 
the various Office-Books and Hymns of the Roman, MosanMc, Ambrosian, Gallican, 
Greek, Coptic. Armenian,and Syriac Rites. By the Rev. J. M. Neale,D.D.,and the 
Rev. R. F. Littledale, LL.D. Fonr Vols. Post 8vo. dotti, j^S. Ss.; calf, j^s. ifis. 
Vol. 1. THrd edUion. Psalm I. to Psalm XXXVIII., with Three Dissertatians. 

lOs. fid. 
Vol. 2. Second edition. Psalm XXXIX. to Psalm LXXX. 108. fid. 
Vol. 3. Second ediHon. Psalm LXXX I. to Psalm CXVIII. 10s. 6d. 
Vol. 4. Psalm CXIX. to CL. With Index of twdve thousand Scripture References. 
ios.Gd. 
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XEALE, The late Bev. J. M. 

Voices from the East. Documents on the Present State and Working of the Oriental 

Charch. Translated flrom the Original Rnss, Slavonic, and French, with Notes. 

9s. 6d. 
Ecclesiological Notes on the Isle of Man : a Summer Pilgrimage* 1 s. fid. 
Seatonian Poems. Foap. Bvo., ss. 6d. 
Medinval Hymns, Seqaences, and other Poems, translated by the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

Second Edition. 9a, 
Hymns for the Sick. 6d., doth, 1 s. 
Hymns for Children. First, Second, and Third Series. 3d. each. Com]ilete in 

cloth, is. 
Songs and Ballads for Manofactorers. sd. 
Stories of the Crusades. Ss. 
Dachenier, or the Revolt of La Vend6e . Ss . 6d . 
The Unseen World} Commanieations with it, real or imaginary. New edition, with 

considerable addititms. 98. 6d. 
The Followers of the Lord ; Stories from Charch History . 9s. 
Lent Legends. Stories for Children from Charch History. 2s. 
Evenings at Sackville College. l8mo., cloth 2s. 
The Egyptian Wanderers. A Tale of the Tenth Persecution. 1 Smo. Ss. 
Sunday Afternoon s at an Orphanage . Sermons to Children . Ss . 
Tales lUastrative of the Apostles' Creed, ss. Od. 
The Bible and the Bible only the Religion of Protestants. A Lectore. 4d. 

KEDDIE'S CABE; or, " Suffer the Little Children." With lUnstrations. l6mo., 
doth, 1 s. fid. 

BTEVEB TOO Ij ATE TO MEND : or, the Two Fortune Tellen. By the author 
of** Willie Grant.'* fid. 

NEVUTB.— The Scriptoral Doctrine of the Holy Commonion . By the Rev. W. Nevins. 
Sd. 

NlSiWULND, The late Bev. H. 

Confirmation and First Communion. A Series of Essays, Lectures, Sermons, Con- 
versations, and Heads of Catechising, relative to the preparation of Catechumens. 
Third edition. Post 8vo., 7s. fid. cloth. 

Tracts printed from the above for distribution. In a packet. Is. 4d. 

Three Lectures on l*ractarianism, delivered in the Town Hall, Brighton, with Preface. 
New Edition, is.} doth, is. fid. 

Postils: Short Sermons on the Parables, &c., adapted from the Fathers. Second 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 3s. 

A Memoir of the late Rev. Henry Newland, Vicar of S. Mary Charch, Devon. By the 
Rev. R. N. Shutte. With Portrait. Ss. fid. 

NOBTHWODE PBIOBY. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the Author of **£verley.*' 
108. fid. 

NOTICE OF BAPTISM. Form for filling up with Sponsors, &c. On a thin card, 
98. fid. per 100. 

NUG-EE.— The Words Arom the Cross as applied to our own Deathbeds. A Series of 
Lent Lectures. By the Rev. G. Nugee. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo., ss. fid. 

NUNN'S COT7BT ; a Tale of Church Restoration. By Mrs. Frank Pettit. ismo., 
doth, IS. 

AN OFFEBINQ TO 8. MABOABET'S CONVENT. Dedicated with 
permission to the Mother Superior. Fcap. svo., doth, is. fid. 

OG-HjVT.— The Nun of Enzklfisterle. A Tale. In Six Songs. By Mrs. T. Ogilvy, 
(n^e Bosanqaet,} author of *' Hymns for Children of the Church of England," *' Chris- 
tian Lyrics," and ** The History of oar Blessed Lord in Verse." 8vo., ss. fid. 

OI<D COT7BT HOUSE, The. A Tale. is. 

ONE STOBT BY TWO AUTHOBS; or, a Tale without a Moral. By J. I., 
Author of ** A Rhyming Chronide;" and F. M. L., Author of ** Gentle Influence," 
&c. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. fid. 

OBDEB FOB MOBNINQ AND EVENING FBAYEB SIMPLY 
EXPIiAINED. Edited by a Clergyman, is. 

By the same Author, 
The Utany Simply Explained. Fcap. 8vo., 9d. 

2 
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OBDBB FOB OOMFI<INE ; or Prayers before Bed-time. 4d. 

OBDEB FOB SEXTS AND NOITES. Prayers for is and s o'clock, id. 

OBDINABT AND CANON OF THE MASS, according to the Use of the 
Cburch of Sarom. Translated, with Introduction and Notes, by John Theodore Dodd, 
B. A., late J anior Student of Christ Church, Oxford, l s. fid. 

OBG-ANS (A. short account of) built in Engrland from the Reigrn of Charles the Plrst to 
the present time. With designs by the late A. W. Pu^^n, Esq. Fcap. 8vo. 0s. 

OBIiEBAB.— Christmas Eve and other Poems. By Mrs. Cuthbert Orlebar. 1 s. 

OIJB TSTEW LIFE IN OHBIST. Edited by a Parish Priest, C. L. C. Fourth 
edition. l8mo., cloth, is. } cheap edition, fid. 

A SEQUEIi TO "OUB NEW IiIFE IN CHBIST;" OR, THE PRE. 
SENCE OF JESUS ON THE ALTAR. With a Few Simple Ways of Worshippliis 
Him at the Celebration of the Blessed Sacrament. To which are added. Devotions 
and Hymns. l8mo., limp doth, is. ; cloth boards, red edg^es. Is. fid. 

OUB SOIiAB SYSTEM: expanded from Notes of a Lecture delivered by a 
Country Curate, fid. 

AN OUTIiINE OF THE CATHOLIC TBUTH. With Meditations thereon, 
ismo., cloth, ss. 

OWEN. — An Introduction to the Study of Dogmatic Theology. By the Rev. Robert 
Owen, B.D. Demy 8vo., price 12s. 

PAGET. The Bev. F. E. 

A Student Penitent of l695* Crown 8vo., 4s. fid. 

Sermons on the Saints* Days and Festivals. 3s. fid. 

Sermons for Special Occasions. Containing twenty-one Sermons for Consecration of 
Churches, Churcbyards, Restoration, Anniversary, Foundation Stone, New 
Schools, School Feast, Confirmation, Ordination, Visitation, Church and Educa- 
tional Societies, Choirs, Wakes, Festivals, Clubs, and Assizes. Post 8vo. 5s. 

The Christian's Day. Royal 32roo., Ss. cloth. 

Sursum Corda: Aids to Private Devotion. Collected from the Writings of English 
Churchmen. Compiled by the Rev. F. E. Paget. A Companion to <*The Chris. 
tlan*s Day.*' 2s. fid. cloth. 

Prayers for Labouring Lads. l^d. 

Prayers for Young Women who have been taught in Church Schools, l^d. 

Prayers on behalf of the Church and her Children in Times of Trouble. Compiled by 
the Rev. F. E. Paget, is. 

Tract upon Tombstones ; or Suggestions for Persons intending to set up Monu- 
ments. With Engravings, is. 

Memoranda Parochislia, or the Parish Priest's Pocket Book. ss. fid., double size 5s. 

S. Antholin'S} or. Old Churches and New. New edition, is. } cloth, is. fid. 

The Owlet of Owlstone Edge : his Travels, his Experience, and his Lucubrations. 
Fcap. 8vo., with a beautiful Steel Engraving. Fifth edition. 2s. fid. 

The Curate of Cumberworth and the Vicar of Roost, ss. fid. 

The Warden of Berkingholt. 5s. 

Tales of tiie Village, a new edition, in one vol., 5s. fid. 

How to Spend Sunday Well and Happily. On a card, id., or 7s. per 100. 

A Few Prayers and a Few Words about Prayer. 2d. 

How to be Useful and Happy. 2d. 

PAIiMEB. — Dissertations on some subjects relating to the '* Orthodox" Communion. 
By the Rev. W. Palmer, M.A. lOs.fid. 

FABISH AND THE FBIEST, The. CoUoquies on the Pastoral Care, and 
Parochial Institutions, of a Country Village. Reprinted from the ** Churchman's 
Companion." Fcp. 8vo., 2s. fid. 

p A RT RTT TAIjES. Reprinted from the ** Tales of a London Parish." In a packet, 
price is. fid. 

FABSONS.— Life-at-Ease Incumbents. Three Sketches. By Mark Parsons. Ss. fid. 

PASSION FIiAY AT OBEB-AMMEBOAU. The English Words, by Mrs. 

Edward Childe. is. 

PATH OF IiIFE, The. By the author of the " Seven Corporal Works of Mercy." fid. 

PATHWAT OF FAITH, The, or a Manual of Instructions and Prayers. For 
the use of those who desire to serve Goo in the station of life in which He has placed 
them. Limp cloth, is. } cloth boards, is. Sd. 
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PATBIOK, Bp.— The Parable of the Pilgrim. Bf Bishop Patrick. New Edition, is. 

FBABSON.— Stories on the Bight Beatitades. Bythe Rev. O. F. Pearson, is. cloth. 

PSABBON.— Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home Tales . By the ReT. H. D. 
Pearson. Containing Little Ruth Gray, Holy Stone, Hugh, Old Oliver Dale. Price 
is. } separately, 4d. each. 

F£SOPI<E'S WSTNLNALf The, containing Ooo Hymns, Carols, and Metrical Litanies. 
Wrapper, 6d.} limp cloth, 8d. ; cloth boards, red edges, is.} roan, red edges, 
is. Od. Large Type edition, cloth boards, as. ; roan, 4s. 

PBOFIiE'S HYMNAIi TUNE BOOEl. Edited by Richard Redhead. Now 
publishing in Parts, Is. each. 

PXBBY, The Bev. T. "W. 

Some Analogies between the Haman and the Mystical Body, applied to Difflcal. 

ties and Duties in the Church. Part I., Difficulties in the Church, is. 6d. 
Some Historical Considerations relating to the Declaration on Kneeling, appended 

to the Communion Office of the English Book of Common Prayer : a Letter 

addressed privately in 1868, to the Right Rev. Charles H. Terrot, D.D., Bishop 

of Edinburgh and then Primus. Pp. 472, price iSs. 
Directorium Scoticanum et Anglicanum. Directions for Celebrating the Holy 

Communion. Edited by the Rev. T. W. Perry, ismo., 8s. 6d. 
A Manual of Daily Prayers for Persons who are much hindered by the Duties of 

their calling. 4d. 

PHIIiABET.— Select Sermons. Translated from the Russian. By Philaret, late 
Metropolitan of Moscow. With a Biography of the Author, and an Introduction by 
the Translator. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 6d. 

PHIIiIiOTT.— Sacred Memories : The Athanasian Creed, metrically paraphrased, and 
other Poems. By the Rev. Francis Phillott, M. A., S. John's College, Oxford. Crown 
8vo., as. I doth, as. 6d. 

PHIPPB.— Catechism on the Holy Scriptures. By the Rev. J. E. Phipps. 18mo. is. 

PIOUS OH UHOHMAN, The : a Manual of Devotion and Spiritual Instruction. 
IS. 6d. 

PIiATTT "WOBBS ABOUT OUR IiOBD'S LIFE : or, How to FoUow CnaisT. 
In la Parts, 8s. j in 1 vol. cloth. 

FTiATTT 'WOBDS TO CHOHISTUBS. sd. 

POCKET M AinXAIi OF PBAYEBS FOB THE HOUBS. New edition, 
6d. Cloth, with the Collects, is. 

POEMS. ByC. A. M. W. Fcap.8T0. 5s. 

FOLIiOCK. The Bev. J. S. 

Resting Places: A Manual of Christian Doctrine, Duty, and Devotion, for Private 

and Family use. a4mo., cloth, is. 6d. 
The Plain Guide. 100 pp., samo., ad. 
a4mo., wrapper, 4d.} cloth, 6d. 

POI<I<ABD.— Avicej or, a Page from the History of Imperial Rome. By £. F. 
Pollard. Fcap. 8vo., ss. 6d. 

POOIiE. The Bev. G. A. 

Churches, their Structure, Arrangement, Ornaments, &c. 1 s. 6d . , cloth as. 6d. 
History of England. From the First Invasion to Queen Victoria. New edition. 
Postavo., cloth. 78. 6d. 

POOB GHUBOHMAN'S FBIEND, The. A Series of TracU for the In- 
struction of the Poor in Church Matters, gd. 
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FOFOFF, Basil. 

The Hiatoiy of the Cooneil of Florenoe. Translated from the Rimian by Basil Popoff. 

Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale, D.D. 5s. 
The Origin and Composition oi the Roman Catholic Liturgy, and its difference firom 

that of the Orthodox Church. By Ivan Boromitsky. Translated by Basil Popoff. 

Edited by the Rev. J. M. Neale, D.D. Ss. 

POTT, The Ven. Archdeacon. 

Confirmation LectoresdeliTered to a Village Congregation in the Diocese of Oxford. 

Srd edition, 2s. 
Yillase Lectoreson the Sacramentsand Occasional Services of the Chnrch. Price Ss. 

J^xutitnl Cibtti^ttan'tf library. 

Brechin's (Bishop of) Commentary on the Seven Penitential Psalms, j^. and is. doth; 

is. 6d. bound. 
The Art of Contentment, is. fid. 

Cosin's (Bp.) Collection of Private Devotions. 1 s. ; morocco, 38. 6d. 
Gerhard's Fourteen MediUtions. dd. 
Ken's (Bishop) Practice of Divine Love. gd. 
Kettleweirs Companion for the Penitent. 8d. 
Tbe Yoong Churchman's Manual. Second Edition. 0d. 
Nelson's Guide to the Holy Communion . 8d. 
Patrick's (Bishop) Parable of the PUgrim. Is. 
Sanderson's (Bishop) Christian Man a Contented Man. Qd. 
Scudamore's Steps to the Altar. Cloth, is. 
Suckling's Manual for Confirmation and First Communion. 6d. 
Taylor's (Bishop) Life and Death of our Loan. is. fid. 
Taylor's (Bishop) Death, Judgment, Heaven, and Hell. 8d. 

FBACTICAIi SCrSNCS OF THS GBOSS US THS tJSE OF THIS 
SACBAMENTS OF PENANCE AND THE EUCHABIST. By 
M. the Abb^ Gaou. Translated from the French. 18mo., cloth, 2s. fid. $ wrapper, ss. 

PBACTICE OF THE PBESENCE OF GOD THE BEST BUIiE 
OF A HOIiY IjIFE» being Conversations and Letters of Brother Lawrence. 
0th edition. Royal S2mo., 4d.; cloth, fid. ; morocco. Is. fid. 

PBATT.—Letters on the Scandinavian Churches, their Doctrine, Worship, &c. By 
the Rev. J. B. Pratt, LL.D. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. fid. 

PBAYEBB AND MAXIMS. In large type, ss. j large paper, 3s. roan. 

PHATBB8 FOB CHOIBS IN THE VE8TBY BEFOBE AJTD 
AFTEB SEBVICE. Mounted, in folding roan case, 4s. fid. 

PBATEBS FOB THE SEVEN CANONICAIi HOUBS, together with 
Devotions, Acts of Contrition, Faith, Hope, and Love. SSmo., cloth, is. 
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Prayers for the Household for Morning and Evening. On a large Card, rubricated. 3d. 

Prayers for a Husband and Wife. 2d . Ditto fid . 

Prayers for a Sick Room. Ss. fid. per hundred. 

Prayers for Different Hours of the Day. Ss. fid. per hundred. 

Prayers and Directions for Morning and Evening. By F. H. M . Sd. 

Prayers for the use of Parochial Schools. By F. H. M. 4d. 

Prayers for Working Men . By the Rev. W.J. Butler. Sd . 

Daily Prayers for Labouring Lads. By the Rev. F. E. Paget, l^d. 

Daily Prayers for Toung Women who have been taught in Church Schools. By the 

Rev. F. £. Paget. \\A. 
A Manual of Daily Prayers for Persons who are much hindered by the Duties of their 

calling. 4d. 
The Hoars of our Loan's Passion : being Short Prayers for the Sick, chiefly for the use 

of those engaged in nursing, either for themselves or their patients. Sd. 
Short Prayers compiled for the Use of Penitents. 4d. 
Meditations suitable for Lent and other Seasons of Penitence. Edited by the Rev. John 

Sharp, M.A. 3d. 
Morning and Evening Prayers for a Family, l^d., in wrapper Sd. 
Short Morning and Evening Prayers for Working People. Card, id. 
Short Devotions selected from the Book of Common Prayer. Chiefly for ttie use of Sick 

Persons, sd. 

rt and Simple Prayers for the use of Working Men with their Families. In fcap. 

Tvo. 4d. 
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PBA7EBS 70B OHILDBEN. 

A Manual of Devotion for Schoolboys. Compiled by R. B. 6d. 

Simple Prayers for Little Children. By R. B. Sd. { cloth, 4d. 

Prayers for Young Persons. By R. B. 4d.; cloth, fid. 

Prayers for Little Children and Younip Persons, fid. ; cloth, 8d. 

Prayers and Directions to be had in Daily Remembrance. In four parts. 9d. 

Devotions for Children and Young Persons, id. 

Prayers and Self-Ezamination for Children, id. 

Simple Prayers for Momin g and Evening for Working Boys. 1 d. 

Simple Prayers for Village Schools and Village Children, id. 

Morning and Evening Prayers for Schools, sd. 

A FBESBYTEBIASr CIiEBOYMAN LOOKING FOB THE 
CHT7BCH. (Abridged.) lamo., doth, Ss. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

FBISSTON.— Westerleigh and other Tales. By Mrs. Preston. Fcap. 8vo.. as. fid. 

PBIGHABD.— Sermons, by the late Rev. James Cowlcs Prichard, M.A. 4s. fid. 

PBTTSST IN HIS INNEB LIFE, The. ByH.P.L. is. 

FBIEST'S FBAYEB BOOK, The, with a Brief PONTIFICAL. Containing 
Private Prayers and Intercessions ; Offices, Readings, Prayers, Litanies, and Hymns, 
for the Visitation of the Sick ; OfDces for Bible and Confirmation Classes, Cottage 
Lectures, &c.; Notes on Confession and Direction; Remedies for Sin, &c., &c. 
Edited by two Clergymen. Fifth edition, much enlarged. {In the preu.) 

Reprinted fi-om " The PrieeVe Prayer Book," 

Rbstonsal to thb Officbs of thb Sick, iTor the use of the Attendants. 

Cloth, IS. 
Parochial Ovpicbs, Id. 
School Opvicks. Third edition, id. 

Ofvicb for a Ruriokcanal SvNon, OR Clbrical Mbbtino. Id. 
Anolican Ordbrs. a Summary of Historical Evidence. Id. 

FBIMEB, (The) set forth at large with many Godly and Devout Prayers. Edited, 
from the Post- Reformation Recension, by the Rev. Gerard Moultrie, M.A., Vicar of 
South Leigh. 4th Thousand. l8mo., cloth, 3s. 

Thb Primbr, printed on toned paper and rubricated, l8mo., antique cloth, 5s. 

Thb Hours of thk Priukr. Published separately for the use of individual members 
of a household in Family Prayer. 1 8mo. , cloth, I s. 

HoRARiuM i seu Libellus Precationum, Latind editiis. l8mo., cloth, is. 

FBISONEBS OF CBAIOMACAIBE. A Story of *« *4fi." Edited by the 
Author of ** The Divine Master,*' &c. Is. 

FBYNNE, The Bev. G. B. , 

Plain Parochial Sermons. Second Series. Demy 8vo., lOs. fid. 

Eucharistic Manual, consisting of Instructions and Devotions for the Holy Sa- 
crament of the Altar. From various sources, is. fid., cloth; calf, 4s. 8d.| 
morocco, 6s. Cheap edition, limp cloth. Is. j roan, 2s. fid. 

Plain Instructions on Conflrmstion. Id. 

Plain Instructions on the Blessed Sacrament. Reprinted from tiie *' Eucharistic 
Manual.** Sd. 

FSAIaTEB, The; or Seven Ordinary Hours of Prayer, according to the use of the 
Church of Sarnm. Beantifiilly printed and bound in antique parchment. Reduced 
to 15S. 

FTE.— A Short Ecclesiastical History: from the conclusion of the Actsbf the Apos- 
tles, to the Council of Nice, a.d. 335. By the Rev. H. J. Py«. is. fid. 

QUESTIONS AND ANS'WBBS ILIiUSTBATIVE OF THE 
GHTJBCH CATECHISM. For the Use of Young Persons. New EdiUon. 
4d. Cloth fid. 

QUESTIONS FOB SELF-EXAMINATION for the Use of the Clergy, fid. 

BAINE, Bosa. 

Rosa*s Summer Wanderings. 6s. 

The Queen's Isle. Chapters on the Isle of Wight, wherein Church Truths are blended 

with Island Beauties. Second edition, ss. fid. 
Verses for Church Schools, fid. 
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BAIHT XOBiriHGS WITH AUNT MABEIt; or, InddenttiB Cknrch 
MiMkms. 18mo., eloth, Ss. 6d. 

BSADINa laSSSOVS FBOM BCBIPTUBE HISTOBT, for the Use of 

Schools. Rojal 18mo., limp cloth, 0d. 

BZSADIHaS FBOM HOLY SCBIFTUBE. By the aathor of "TUcs of 
Kirkbeck/' First Series, Is. M. Second Series, Ss. 

BEABINOS OX THE! HI8TOBT OF JOSEPH AND HIS BBETH- 
BEN. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. } limp doth, ss. 

BEGOIJJBCnONS OF A SOIJ>IEB'S WTDOW. New EditioD with 
Appendix. 6d. 

BEED.— Adventorcs of Olaf Tiyf^eson, King: of Norway. A Tale of the Tenth Cen- 
tury, showing how Christianity was introduced into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Reed. 
Ss.6d. 

BEFOBICATIOH* Prepress of the Church of Sngrland since the. M.; cloth, gd. 

BEFOBICED VH<Ij AGE ; or. Past and Present. Fcap. 8vo., cL, is. 6d. ; wrap. 1 s . 

BEOISTEB OF FEB SOHS COHFIBMED ANP ABMITTEB TO 
HOIiT COMMU N ION. For Aoe names, 4s. 6d. For lOM names 7s. 0d. half-bd . 

BEGISTEB OF 8EBMONS. FBEACHEB8, AMOUNT OF OF- 
FEBTOBY, Ac. (As ordered by the 62nd Canon.) Fcap. 4to. boand, 4s. 6d. 

BEMINISCENCES OF FOBTY YEABS. By an Hereditary High Church, 
man. Is. 

BEVEBENOE DUE TO HOLY FIiACES AND HOIiY THTNOS. 6d. 

BHYMES AND BEASONS. Royal gro.. Is. 

Contribations by the Rers. Professor Kennedy, D.D., W. Fraser, D.C.L., John Earle, 
M.A., C. Stanwell, M.A., R. Tomlins, M.A., £. J. 6. Edwards, M.A., W. W. How, M.A., 
6. G. Woodhoase, M.A.; J. S. Hilary Skinner, Esq., Ellen J. Hillinctoo, Sarah A. Stan- 
well, Emilia Ellis, &c. 

BOBEBT AND EIiIiEN. ismo., cloth, is. 

BOBEBTS, G. E. 

Snowbound in Cleeberrie Orange. A Christmas Story, ss. 6d. 
Charley's Trip to the Black Moantain. 6d. 

BOOHAT.— Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. is. 

BOCKSTBO, V^. S. 

Stories on the Commandments. The Second Table: " My dnty towards my Neigh. 

boor.'* Is. 0d. cloth, and in a packet. 
Abbey Lands. A Tale. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, fts. 
The Choristers of S. Mary's. A Legend of Christmas- Tide. 4d. 

BOOT OF THE MATTEB, The ; or the Village Class. Is. 0d. doth. Is. wrapper. 

BUS SEIjIi.— Lays concerning the Early Chnrch. By the Rev. J. F. Russell, la. 0d. 

BUTH IjEVTSON; or, Working and Waiting. is.0d.} paper cover, is. 

SA.CBAMENTABIUM ECGIiESUE CATHOIiIGLffil. A Sacramentary 
designed to incorporate the contents of all the Sacramentarles anywhere ased in the 
Chnrch, prerioas to the idth centory. Part I., Advent to Christmas. Ss. Od. cloth j 
is. 0d. wrapper. 

SAND, IfOnifl. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. Ss. 6d. 
Voices of Christmas. A Tale. ss. 

SANEEY.— Bible Exercises, adapted to the Services of the Chnrch of England, and 
designed chiefly for Sunday Schools. By the Rev. Philip Sankey. Teacher's copy, 
8d. Popil's copy, 6d. 

SAVON ABOIiA, SCENES IN THE LIFE OF. By C. M. P. iSmo., 
cloth, Ss. 6d. 

SCBIFTUBE BEADING IiESSONS FOB IiITTIiE GHIIjDBEN. 
By a Lady. With a Preface by the late Bishop of Winchester. Is.dd. Second 
Series, ss. Complete in one vol., Ss. 0d. 
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SOTJD AMOBB.— Incense for the Altar. A Series of Devotions for the Use of earnest 
C(Hnmimicant8, whether they receive frequently or at longer intervals. By the Rev. 
W. E. Scudamore, Rector of Ditchingham. Royal S2mo., cloth, 38. 6d. ; morocco or 
limp calf, 58. 

BEIiSOTIONB, NEVT" AITD OLD. With a Preface hy the late Bishop of 
Winchester. Fcap. 8vo. 48. 6d. 

SESTTENOSB from the Works of the Author of **Amy Herbert,** selected by per- 
mission. Ss. 

SEBMONB BEOISTSB FOB TEN TEABS, by which an account may be 
kept of Sermons, the number, subject, and when preached. Post 4to., is. 

SEBVICE FOB CEBTAIN HOLT DAYS, The. Beingr a Supplement to 
*' The Day Hours of the Church of England.** Crown 8vo., 2s. 

SEVEN COBFOBAL WOBKS OF MEBCT, illustrated in Seven OuUiue 
* Engravings. 8s. 6d. plain } 08. coloured.. For hanging in Schools. 

SEVEN SFIBITUAL WOBKS OF MEB07, illustrated in Seven Outline 
Engravings. Ss.dd. plain; 6s. coloured. For banging in Schools. 

SEVEN COBFOBAL WOBKS OF MEBC7. In Verse. By the author of 
**The DaUy Life of a Christian Child.** With Illustrations, fid. 

SEVEN SFIBITUAL WOBKS OF MEBOY. In Verse. By the same 
author. Illustrated by Dalziel. fid. 

SEVEN PENITENTIAL AND FIFTEEN OBADUAL PSALMS, 

with the Litany and other Prayers and Collects. 32mo., fid. 

SHIPLEY, The Bev. Orby. 

Eucharistic Meditations for a Month on the Most Holy Communion. Translated 

flrom the French of Avrillon. Limp cloth, 2s. fid. 
Daily Meditations : from Ancient Sources. Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley. Ad- 
vent to Easter. Cloth, l s. fid. 
Daily Meditations for a Month, on some of the more moving truths of Christianity; 

in order to determine the Soul to be ifi earnest in the love and service of her 

God. From ancient sources. Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley. Cloth, is. 
A Treatise of the Virtue of Humility, abridged from the Spanish of Rodriguez j for 

the use of persons living in the world. Cloth, 1 s. 
The Divine Liturgy. A Manual of Devotions for the Sacrament of the Altar. Cloth 

extra, is. fid. 
The Daily Sacrifice: a Manual of Spiritual Communion. From Ancient Sources. 

Limp cloth, is.; cloth extra, is. fid. 
Considerations on Mysteries of the Faith, newly translated and abridged from the 

Original Spanish of Luis de Granada. 28. cloth. 
Avrillon on the Holt SpiaiT : Readings for Ascension and Whitsuntide. Translated 

and Abridged from the French of Avrillon. is. 
Spiritual Exercises : Readings for a Retreat of Seven Days. Translated and abridged 

ftrom the French of Bourdaloue. Edited by the Rev. Orby Shipley, is. fid. 
The Liturgies of 1549 and ] fi62 compared. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, is. fid. 

A SHOBT OFFICE OF EVENING AND MOBNINO PBAYEB 
for Families, fid. 

SHOBT SEBVICES FOB DAILY USE IN FAMILIES. Cloth, is. 

SHOBT DEVOTIONS FOB THE SEASONS: CompUed for Parochial 
Distribution, by F. H. M. 

Devotions for the Season of Advent and Christmas, id., or 7s. per 1 00. 

Devotions for Epiphany, id., or 78. per lOO. 

Devotions for Lent. 4d>» or ss. fid. per 100. 

Devotions for Holy Week and Easter Eve. 4d., or Ss. fid. per 100. 

Devotions for Easter to Ascension . 1 d. , or 7s. per 1 00. 

Devotions for the Festival of the Ascension, ^d., or Ss. fid. per 100. 

Devotions for Whitsuntide, id., or Ss. fid. per 100. 

Devotions for the Festival of the Holy Trinity, id., or Ss. fid. per 1 00. 

Devotions for Fridays, id., or 7b. per 100. 

Complete in wrapper, 7d., cloth gd. 

SHOBT QITEBTIONS AND ANSW1BBS ON THE CATECHISM, 

with Intaroductory Questions and Answers. For the use of School Monitors. Editer 
by the Rev. F. H. Murray. iSmo., 3d. 

SIMPLE WOBDS ON THE LOBD'S PBAYEB. In large type. fid. 
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SISTKB BOSAIiHB, I<IF3C OF. By the author of "Tale« of Kirkbeek.*' 
Second Edition. Cloth, is. ; cheap edition, 6d. 

SISTEBS OF CHABITT, and some Visita with them. Bein^ Letters to 
a Friend in England. Two Enpariii^. is. 

SKINNSB, The Bar. J. 

The ReTelation of the Antichrist, and how to receive it. is. 6d. 
Twen^-one Heads of Cliristian Daty, with Directions how to use them. ISmc, 
cloth, 18. 

SMITH.— Sermons preached in Holy Week. By the Rct. C. F. Smith, B Jk.. 6s. 

SMITH.— The Church Catechism iUnstrated by the Book of Common Prayer. By 
the Rev. Rowland Smith, M.A. 4d. 

SMITH.— Grace Alford ; or, the Wayof Unselflshneas. By C. M. Smith. l8mo., is. 6d. 

SMITH.— The Devoat Chorister. Thongrhts on his Vocation, and a Manual of De- 
votions for his ose. By Thomas F. Smith, B.D. SSmo., doth, is. 
A Companion Book to the above, and ixuiy be had bound with it, in cloth. Is. 6d. 

SXJCHABISTIC DEVOTIONS, with Preparations and Thanksgivings for 
Tonng Persons Unconfirmed or not Communicating. Royal S9mo., cloth, 9d. 

SMYTTAN.— CnaisT Slighted and Rejected. Two Sermons, preached at S. An- 
drew's, Wells Street, in Passion and Holy Weeks, 1856. By the Rev. O. H. Smyttan, 
B.A. is. 

SOSmSTS AJSTD VSBSSS* from Home and Parochial Ufe. By the Rev. H. K. 
Cornish, M.A. Ss. 6d. 

SFENCXiB.— Scenes of Suburban life. By Anna B. F. Leigh Spencer. Fcap. 8vo. 
48. 6d. 

SPEBIirBTG-.— Church Walks in Middlesex : being a Series of Ecclesiological Notes, 
with Appendix. By the Rev. John Hanson Sperling, M.A. is. 6d. 

SPIBIT OF THE CHUBCH.The. ASelectionof Articles from the £ei!lesuM<<«. 
Post 8vo. (Pub. 78. 6d.) Reduced io Ss. 6d. 

SPI^ITUAIi VOICES FBOM THE MIDDLE AGES. Consisting of a 
Selection of Abstracts from the Writings of the Fathers, adapted for the Hour of 
Meditation, and concluding with a Biographical Notice of their Lives. Ss. 6d. 

SFONSOB'S DtTTT, The. To be given at Baptisms. 2s.6d.per l«0. On Card, 
printed in red and black, id. 

STEEBE.— An Historical Sketch of the English Brotherhoods which existed at the 
beginning of the 18th century. By Or. Steere. 6d. 

STEPS TO THE AlaTAB : a Manual of Devotion fcvthe Blessed Eucharist. By 
the Rev. W. E. Scndamore, M.A. 6lst edition. 

ROTAL SSmo., on toned paper, and rubricated. 

§. d, a. d. 

Cloth.. S Morocco or calf antique ..76 

French morocco S Ivory sides, gilt metal rims 10 6 

Limp calf 4 6 Thick Ivory sides, best gilt 

Morocco 4 6 mountings SI 

Kept also in a vuriety of gilt mountings, with clasps, crosses, &c. 

DEMT 18mo., (original edition.) 

Limp cloth 1 Limp calf • S 6 

French morocco 3 6 Limprnwocco 4 

DEMY l8mo.,in large type. 
Cloth boards.. 1 3 Limpcalf 4 limpmorocco 4 

IMPERIAL SSmo., cheap edition for distribution. 
Limp cloth 6 Roan, red edges I S 

STONE, Mrs. 

Ellen Merton, or the Pic-nic. is. 6d. 

Handbook to the Christian Tear, for Tonng People. Ss. 6d. 

STOBT OF A DBEAM, or the Mother's Christian Version of Uttie Red Riding 
'H>d. Is. 

lES Oir THE IiOBD'S FBATEB. By the Author of "Amy Herbert." 

On. 
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STOBIES FOB THE OHBISTIAN YEAR. A New Series of Stories for 
eveiy Sunday and Holy Dajr in the Year. By the Author of " Chnrch Stories." Now 
publishing: in Monthly Parts, 6d. each. To be completed in 92 Parts, and 8 vols, 
handsomely bound in cloth, ss. each. 

STBBTTOSr, The Bev. H. 

Guide to the Infirm, Sick, and Dyingr. (Pub. 7s. fid.) Reduced to 28. fid. 

The Acts of S. Mary Macpdalene Considered in Sixteen Sermons. 

(Pub. 10s. fid.) Reduced to 6s. 
The Church Catechism explained and annotated principally as an aid to the Clergy 

in Catechizingr in Churches. Part II., the Creed, 4s. 
TheChurchCatechismExplained, for the Aid of Young Persons. Part First. Abridged 

from the above. Price ad. 
The Child's Catechism, id. 

A Catechism of First Truths of Christianity introductory to the Chnrch Catechism, id. 
A Brief Catechism of the Bible, fid . 
The Scholar's Manual of Devotions, including the Church Catechism, &c. Sd.; 

cloth. 4d. 

STBIDE.— Thirty Sketches for Christian Memorials, on sheet, 2s. fid. 

SUCKIjINa, The late Bev. B. A. 

Memoir, with Correspondence. By the late Rev. I. Williams, B.D. New Edition. 

Fcap. 8vo., .?s. fid. 
Sermons. Edited by the late Rev. I. Williams.B.D. New Edition. Ss. fid. 
Family Prayers adapted to the course of the Ecclesiastical Year. fid. 
Holiness in the Priest's Household. Second edition, fid. 
Manual for Confirmation and First Communion. Cloth, fid. 

SUMMEBIjEIQH MANOB; or. Brothers and Sisters. A Tale. Fcap. Svo. 4s. 

SUNDAY AlaFHABET, The Little Christian's. l2mo., cloth, is. 

SUIfSETTINQ ; or, Old Age in its Olory : a story of happiness, peace, and content, 
ment. fid. 

SUNTEB'S DESiaNS FOB GBAVESTONES. On Sheets, 2s. fid. each, 
bypo8t2s. 7d. 
Nos. 1 and 2, Headstones; 3, Sepulchral Slabs; 4, Memorial Crosses. 

SUSAN SFEIJjMAN ; a Tale of the Silk Mills. By the Author of "Betty Corn- 
well." fid. 

SYDNEY, E. S. B. 

A Chronicle of Day by Day. Fcap. Svo., 6s. 
A Life's Search. Fcap. 8vo., clotii 48. 6d. 
A Few Plain Words to Church-goers. 2d. 

TABBY'S "W^ITE HYACINTH; or, Easter Offerings. With Illustrations. 
By the Author of ** Neddie's Care," &c. ifimo., cloth, 2s. 

TALES FOB ME TO BEAD TO MYSELF. With 12 Engravings. Third 
edition, ifimo., cloth, 2s. fid. 

TALES OF GBOWBBIDG-E "WOBKHOUSE. Blind Charlie; The Three 
Friends j Cousin Jane. By M . A. B. With a Preface by Louisa Twining. Fcap. 8vo., 
2B., cloth, or the Tales separate in a packet. 

TAYLOB, Bp. Jeremy, Prayers contained 4n the Life of Christ. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 
2s. fid. 

TEALE.— Lives of Eminent English Divines. By the Rev. W. H. Teale, M.A. With 
engravings. 6s. 

Life of Bishop Andrewes, is. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Bishop Bull, Od. Life of Bishop Wilson, is. 

Life of Jones of Naylaud. is. 

THINKING FOB ONESELF; or, an Adventure of the Carewes. Reprinted 
from ** The Monthly Packet." By the late Editordf ** Events of the Month." l8mo., 
2s. cloth. 

THOMPSON, The Bev. H. 

Davidica. Twelve Practical Sermons on the Life and Character of David, King of 

Israel, published in 1827. Demy Svo., ss. 
Concionalia; Outlines of Sermons for Parochial Use throughout the Year. Third 

edition, 7s. fid. 
Concionalia. Second Series, fis. fid. 
The Sunday School. A Lecture. Second edition, revised and enlarged. 4d. 
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THOUGHTS IN SOIiITUDIC. Post Bto. St. Od. 

THHBB HOXTBS AQON Y : Meditations, Prayers, and Hymns on the Seren Words 
trom the Cross of our Most Holy Redeemer, together with Additional Devo- 
tions on the Passion. Twelfth edition. 4d. 

THBIFT; or. Hints for Cottage Housekeeping. By the author of '* A Trap to Catch 
a Sunbeam.*' 2d. 

TINY FOIiLrB'S UPS AND DO'WNS. With Illustrations. By the author 
of ** Neddie's Care.*' lOmo., cloth, ss. 6d. 

TOMLINS,The Bev.B. 

Sermons for the Holy Seasons. 5s. 

Tonbridge School Chapel. Stanzas. 2s. fid. cloth. 

Advent Sermons. First and Second Series in one vol. Second edition. 28. Sd. 

S. Mary's Home, Manchester. A Narrative of Facts. Stanzas, is. 

The Valley of Decision. An Allegory. 4d. 

TOMIilNB. Bishop.— The Holy Scriptures, their Authenticity and Inspiration. 
Abridged from the ** Elements of Christian Theology." isino. i s. 8d. 

TOWEB BUHiDEBS ;and THE TWO MEBCHANTS: Two Allegories. 
Od. 

TBOYTE.— Change- Ringing. An Introduction to the Early Stages of the Art of Church 
or Hand Bell Ringing, for the use of Beginners. By Charles A. W. Troyte, of 
Huntsham Court, Devonshire, a Member of the Ancient Society of College Youths, 
London. Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, 8s. 6d.; limp, 2s. The first six 
chapters separately in wrapper, is. 

TBHST. By the Author of* The Beginnings of Evil." l8mo. 2s. 

TWINS, The; or, "Thy Will be done." Price 6d. 

TWO QXTABDIANS, Thet or. Home in this World. By the Author of "The 
Heir of Redclyffe. ' ' Fifth edition . Cro wn 8 vo. , 6s . 

TWO FBIENDS, The: or Charley's Escape. By the Author of "littte Walter, 
the Lame Chorister," &c. Od. 

VATiTiBY OF LHJES, The. By Thomas ii Kempls. 4d., cloth ;8d., doth gilt. 

VANNY OBOFT. By the Author of " Contraband Christmas/'&c. l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

VEBSES FOB CHBISTIAN CHILDBEN ON THE DU TIE S. 
TBIALS, AND TEMPTATIONS OF THEIB DAILY LIVES. 
By the author of " The Daily Life of the Christian Child." Edited by the Rev. 
J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D., Rector of S. Nicholas', Guildford. 6d. ; cloth, 9d. 

VEBSES FOB THE SUNDAYS AND HOLIDAYS OF THE 
CHBISTIAN YEAB. By the Author of the "Daily Life of the Christian 
Child," &c., with Illustrations. 2s. 

VTDAL, Mrs. F. 

Home Trials. i8mo., cloth, 2s. 
Esther Merle, and otiier Tales, is. Sd. 

A VILLAGE STOBY FOB VILLAGE MAIDENS. In Three Parts. 
Susan, Esther, and Dorothy; or, the Three Starts in Life. l8mo., clotli2s. 6d. 

A VOYAGE TO THE FOBTUNATE ISLES. An Allegory of Life. 
Is., cloth Is. 6d. 

WALCOTT, The Bev. M. B. C. 

The Interior of a Gothic Minster. A Lecture delivered at the Architectural Mu- 

seum, South Kensington, April 20, 1804. Demy 8vo. is. 
The Precinct of a Gothic Minster. A Lecture delivered before the Cambridge 

Architectural Society, 1804, and the Architectural Museum, 1806. is. 
Cathedralia. A Constitutional History of Cathedrals of the Western Church. Svo., 

6s.. 

WABING.— Annuals and Perennials; or, Seed-timeaud Harvest. By C. M. Waring. 
Demy 8vo., beautifully lUustrated, 6s. 

^'^^^w^'^r^ DBEAMP and THE NEW CHUBCHYABD. By the 
Author of " Amy Herbert." l s. Od. j paper, is. 
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WATSOIT, The late Bev. A. 

The SeTen Sayingra on tbe Cross. Sermons. 8s. 6d. 

Jisusttae GiTer and FuUUler of the New Law. Bight Sermons on the Beatitudes. 

8s. 6d. 
Sermons for Sundays, Festivals, Fasts, &c. Edited by the late Rey. A. Watson, 
M.A. 88. 6d. each. 
Snd Series, s vols.— 1st Sunday in Advent to the 35th Sunday after Trinity. 
Srd Series, l vol. — Some occasional offices of the Prayer Book. 
A Catechism on the Book of Common Prayer. 8s. 

WE ATHEBIiY.— Verses for Children and the Child-like. By F. E. Weatherly, 
M.A., author of ** Muriel, and other Poems." 6d. 

WEST, The Bev. J. B. 

A Short Treatise on the Holy Eucharist. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. Od. 

Parish Sermons on the Chief Articles of the Christian Faith . 6s . 

Parish Sermons on tiie Ascension of our Lord. Fcap. 8vo., 3s. fid. 

Parish Sermons for the Advent and Christmas Seasons. Fcap. 8vo. 

The Memorial before God. Crown 8vo., 9d. 

Questions and Answers on the Chief Truths of the Christian Religion, for the 

assistance of younnrer Teachers and Monitors, id. or 7s. per 100. 
*' What mean ye by this Service?" Exodus zii. 36. Some Account of the Meaning 

of the Chief Service of the Christian Religion. 4d. 
Reasons for being a Churchman. Founded on the Holy Scriptures. Cheap edition, 

for distribution. Ud. 
Tracts on Church Principles. Nos. 1 to 13. Cloth, is. fid. 
Wrawby Village Dialogues. Nos. l to 18. Cloth, is. Od. 
A Catechism on the Church. New edition, 4d. 
A Catechism on the Two Principal Types of Holy Baptism, with Questions upon our 

Name. Fifth edition, 9d. 
A Catechism on the Chief Truths concerning our Lord and Saviour Jbsus Christ. 

Intended chiefly for the use of Sunday Schools. A revised edition. 3d. 

WHTTEBEAD.— College Life. Letters to an Undergraduate. By the late Rev. 
T. Whytehead. New edit. Edited by the Rev. W. N. Griffin, M.A. 8s. 6d. 

WIIiFOBD, Florence. 

Little Lives and a Great Love. Dedicated to the Children of the Society of the Love 

of Jbsus. l6mo., cloth, 3s. Od. 
The Master of Churchill Abbots, and his Little Friends. 8s. Od. 
A Maiden of Our Own Day. Fcap. 8vo., Os. 
An Author's Children . 1 8mo. , 1 s. 
The King of a Day; oi^ Glimpses of French Life in the Fifteenth Century. 1 8mo., 3s. 

WIIiBBAHAM, Frances M. 

The Loyal Heart, and other Tales for Boys. Translated from the German. With 

Engravings. Snd Edition. 3s. Od. cloth; in packet, 3s. 
History of the Kingdom of Judah, from the Death of Solomon to the Babylonish 

Captivity. iSmo., cloth, is. Od. 

WIIiKINS.— Threescore Years and Ten. By the late G. Wilkins, D.D., Archdeacon 
of Nottingham. 3s. Od. 

WIIiKINS.— Early Church History. A Lecture delivered before the Literary So- 
ciety, Southwell, Notts, December 18, 1 854. By the Rev. J. M. Wilkins. 8d. 

WIIiKINSON, The Bev. J. B. 

Mission Sermons. Twenly-ftve Plain Sermons preached in London and Country 
Churches and Missions. By John Bourdieu Wilkinson, B.A., Priest of the 
Church of the Ascension, Lavender Hill, S.W. Fcap. 8vo., Second edition, 88. Od. 

Mission Sermons. Second Series. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. 5s. 

Mission Sermons. Third Series. Fcap. 8vo., Os. 

The Hour of Death. A Manual of Prayers and Meditationsintended chiefly for those in 
Sorrow or in Sickness. Royal S3mo., 8s. 

WILLIAMS, The late Bev. I. 

The Altar; or Meditations in Verse on the Holy Communion. By the author ot 

'* The Cathedral." 3s. Od. 
Hymns on the Catechism. Od., cloth is. 

Wlin) SOB*— Sermons for Soldiers. Preached at Home and Abroad. By S. B. Wind- 
sor, M.A., Chaplain to the Forces. Fcap. 8vo., Ss. Od. 

WTNQEDWOBDS. ByA.H. Ss.Gd. 
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A WLNTJUB IN THE EAST, in Letters to the Children at Home. By F. M. 

1 8mo. 2s. 
WOODFOBD, The Bight Bev. J. B., D.D., Bishop of Ely. 

Sermons preached in Tarioas Churches of Bristol. 2nd Edition, 7s. 6d. 

Occasional Sermons. Vol. I.,7b> ftd. Vol. II., ?*• (^d. 

Ordination Sermons preached in the Dioceses of Oxford and Winchester, 1B60— 1872. 
Bvo., Os. 6d. 

WOOD HOUSE.— The Exemplar of Penitence. Meditations on Psalm 51, for the 
Smidays in Ijcnt, and other Tiroes. By the Eer. F. C. Woodhouse, lil.A., Rector of 
S. Manr's, Hulme. l2mo., is. Od. 

WOOD WABD.— Demoniacal Possession, its Nature and Cessation. A prize essay. 
By the Rev. T. Woodward, M.A. 2s. 

W SOTH.— Fire Sermons on some of the Old Testament Types ol Holy Baptism. By 
the Rev. W. R. Wroth, B.A. Post 8yo., cl., Ss. 

W X NNIEjS, The : or, Many Men, Many Minds. A Tale of every-day life; Fcap. 8to., 
cloth, 6s. 

70BS[E.— Cottagre Homes} or. Tales on the Ten Commandments. By Miss H. Yorke. 
l8mo. cl., 2s. ; or the Tales separately, in a packet, 2s. 

YOTTITG CHTJBCHMAN'S AIjFHABST. By the Author of " The Grand, 
father's Christmas Tale," &c. With Illustrations of the chief events in our Loan's 
Life, drawn and engraved by R. and H. Dudley. 0d. 



CHURCH MUSIC. 

B7 BICHABD BEDHEAD. 

Book of Tones adapted to "HyninB Ancient and Kodem." 

One Hundred and Ninety-seven Hymn Tunes for the several Seasons of 
the Christian Year. With an Appendix, and Index of Tunes to ** Hymns Ancient and 
Modern." Demy 8vo., cloth, 4s. } Vocal Score, 2s. 

Introits for the Several Seasons and Holy Days of the Christian Year, 
adapted to the Words iu "Hymos Ancient and Modem." New edition with 
additions. 4to., 6s. 

A Set of Ten Tunes for Advent. Epiphany, Iient, Easter, Ascension, 
Whitsuntide, Fridays, and All Saints, arranged from Dr. Tye (1663). 
Words interlined, 2s. 6d. 

Besponses to the Commandments,. Creeds, Offertory Sentences, Sano- 
tuses, and Qlorias. ss. 

Music for the Office of the Holy Communion, (Second Series) eontsfaung 
four Kyries; two Sanctuses} the Loan's Prayer (after the Communion) harmonized, 
founded on Merbecke ; four Qlorias in Excelsis. tts. 6d. 

The Oflidrtory Sentences from the Book of Common Prayer. The Music 
arranged from Merbecke. Ss. 6d. 

Two Offertory Anthems, is. 

The Anthems for the Seven Days before Christmas, and for Qood 
Friday. 3s. 6d. 

" O My People, what have I done unto thee P" AAthem for Good Friday, is. 

Hymns and Canticles used at Morning and Evening Prayer. Pohnted and 
Set to the Ancient Psalm TOnes. Ss. fid. 

'* Who are these like stars appearing P" Hymn for All Saints' Day. is. 

Miserere mei, Deus. Psalm 6i, as sung in the Commination Service. 2d. 

The Order for the Burial of the Dead. Printed from the Book of Common 
Prayer: the Musical Notation (from Merbecke's Bookeof Common Praier Noted, 
1660) Harmonised. Intended for the use of Choirs. 6d. 

Music for the Offices of the Holy Eucharist: being the Kyrie Eleison, Credo, 
Sanctus, Benedictus, Agnus Del, and Gloria in Excelsis, set to music for the especial 
use of Parish Choirs. Imperial 8vo., is. 

Metrical Iiitanies for the several Seasons of the Christian Year, and Occasional Ser- 
Ticcs, beiBgr The liitany Appendix. The Words by the Rct. T. B. Pollock, S. 
Alban's, Birmingham. The Music edited by Richard Redhead, Organist of S. Mary 
Magdalene, Paddington. Part I., crown Syo. is. 
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BY THB BEV. T. HBIiMOBS, M.A. 

S. Mark's Chant Book. (In daily use at S. Mark's College Chapel, Chelsea.) 48.6d. 
Part I. The Chants in fall for each Morning and Evening. Ss. 6d . 
Part II. The Table of the Chants, is. 

Hymnal Noted, or Translations of the Ancient Hymns of the Church, set to their 
proper melodies. Cloth, 68. 

Aooomimnying HarmonieB to the Hymnal Noted. Royal svo., los. 6d. 
Accompanying Harmonies to the Psalter Noted, ss. 
Accompanying Harmonies to the Brief Directory of Plain Song. is. fld. 
' M'ft 'n ^ift.l of Plain Song. The Canticles and Psalter together. Ss.Od. clotl)i royal 
Bto., cloth, 9s. 

BY H. J. QAIXNTIiETT, MUS. DOC. 

The Psalter, or Psalms of David, pointed as they are to be sung in Churches, 
adapted to the Ancient Church Tones. Cloth, is. 

The Cantides of Morning and Evening Prayer, with the Creed of S. Atha- 
nasias, adapted to the Church Tones. 4d. 

Choral Service of the Book of Common Prayer, as appointed to be sung. 
Part I. The Canticlbs, ViasiCLss, and Rbuponsbs for Mobnino and Etbnino 
Pbatbb. Part II. The Athanasian Crbbd, the Litanv, and Officb of Holt 
Communion. In full score, suited to Cathedrals, Parish Choirs, &c. Royal 8vo., 
bold music type, price la. 6d. each Part, or bound together in cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

The Canticles in the Morning and Evening Servicers, pointed correctly for 
chanting, with chants varied to suit the character of the words. 4d., cloth 0d. 

BY THE BEV. T. F. BAVBNSHA"W, M.A., AND "W. S. 

BOCKSTBO, ESQ. 

The Ferial Psalter ; together with the Canticles adapted to Ancient Ecclesiastical 
Tones. Third Edition with Appendix of Responses, &c.. Ferial and Festal. Fcap. 
8vo., cloth, 3s. Od. 
The Psalter separately, limp cloth Ss. 6d. 

The Cantides adapted to Ancient Ecclesiastical Tones. Fcap. svo., gd. 

The Besponses Ferial and Festal, The Litany, Iiord's Prayer, &o. 
Being a Supplement to ** The Ferial Psalter." 6d. 

Accompanying Harmonies to the Ferial Psalter, with Harmonies for 
Adaitionar Chants and the Ambrosian Te Denm. By W. s. Rockstro, 
Esq. Imp. Syo., 4s. 

BY FBEDEBICK HELMOBE, ESQ. 

A very Easy Burial Service, for Village Choirs. 8yo., fid. 

Te Deum Ijaudamus, Nos. l, 3, 4, set to Short Chants. 2d. each. 

Te Deum Laudamus, No. s, Benedicite, and the Athanasian Creed, set-to 
Short Chants. 3d. 

Te Deum Laudamus, Nos. i to 4, set to Short Chants, in one book. 6d. 

The Canticles, set to Short Chants. 8d. • 



Te Deum Ijaudamiis, set to Short Chants with varied Harmonies. By the Rev. 
J. Eckersley. 3d. 

The Canticles arranged for Antiphonal Chanting according to the Ang- 
lican TJse. By the Rev. R. F. Laurence, M.A., Vicar of Chalgrove, Ozon. The 
Verses printed alternately in red and black. In Two Parts. Price is. 

Ancient English Choral Services of the Sixteenth Century. Edited by the 
Rev. John Jebb, D.D. is. 
I. Venite ezultemus. II. Communion Service by Thomas Caustuu. 

Burial Office Noted, for Parochial Use. 6d. 

Hymns of the Church, Pointed as they are to be Chanted ; together with the 
Versides, Litany, Responses, &c., by T. Tallis. Arranged by Mr. Pearsall. Is. 

"Kjrie Eleison; or. Responses to the Commandments. Compiled from a Quintett by 
Winter. 4d. 
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The PrefMses in the Office of the Holy Commanion, with their Andcnt 
Chant. Bj the Rer. J. L. Crompton, M.A. 2b. Od. 

Music as sung in the Church of 8. Paul, ITewton Abbot, Devon. Com- 
piled from Merbecke and other Authentic Sources, and arranged in a simple form 
for Ordinary Days. By George O. Browne, Organist. Kyrie Eleison, Sd. ; Preccs 
and Responses, 4d. 

Te Denm, Jubilate* Sanotus, Kyrie, Magnificat, and ITunc Dimittis. I 
Four Parts and Accompaniment. By T. L. Fowie, Mas. I>oc. 2s. fid. 

Ifinety-flve Chants, Ancient and Modem, appropriated to the Canticles. By the I 
Rer. C. S. Grueber, B.A. Fcap. 4to., Is. I 

Te Deum, set to a simple chant for Village Choirs. By the Rct. J. W. Rnmsey. id. 

Ghregorian and other Chants, adapted to the Psalter and Canticles, as pointed to 
be sang in Churches, is. 

The Eight Qregorian Tones, with their several endings separately. 2d. 

Dies IrsB. Translated into English metre, by W. J. Irons, D.D.,with the Music, by 
Charles Child Spencer, Esq. 2s. 6d. English Words. Ss. 6d. per 100. 

Dies IrsB. Set to easy Music in short score by the Rer. H. E. HarergaL Sd. Suited 
to Parish Choirs and Schools. 

Hymns of the Holy XSastem Church. Set to Munc for Four Voices, by S. 
Sedding. Fcap. 4to. is. 

8. Michael's Hymns. Containing "O Paradise;" "The Land beyond the Sea;** 
**HoLT Spirit, Loan of Light.'* The Music composed by Edwin Unter. Third 
edition. Od. 

Hymns of the £ astern Church, The Endless Alleluia, and other Hymns. Set 
to Music and Dedicated to the Right Rev. the Lord Bishop of Rochester, by Artb ox- 
Henry Brown, Organist of Brentwood, Essex. 4to., is. 

** Jerusalem the Golden," from the Rhythm of Bernard de Morlaiz, set to Music 
in Four Parts, by Edmund Sedding. 2d. 

*' Sun of my SouL" Prom the "Christian Tear." Set to Music in Four Parts, by 
Edmund Sedding. 2d. 

Hymn for the Opening of a New School, id. 

Confirmation Hymn. id. 

"Art thou Weary, art thou liangniidP" Four Part Hymn. Composed by 
Robert Parker. The Words f^om Dr. Neale's "Hymns of the Eastern Church." Sd. • 

CABOLS. 

Christmas Carols. In sets of Four, 6d. each set| or bound together, is. Od. The 
Words alone, id. 

**Ija8t Night I Lay a Sleeping." A Christmas Carol. The Music by H. J. 
Gauntlett, Mas. Doc. 6d. 

**JHark to the Merry Bells." A Christmas Carol, in Duet, Chorus, and Solo. The 
Words and Music composed by T. L. Fowle, Mus. Doc. is. 

The Poor Man's Christmas Carol. On Card, with Music, id. 

Divers Carols for Christmass and. Sundry Tydes of Holy Church, with 
apt Notes to sing 'em withall, newly set forth in fit and sober Composures. By 
ijthur Henry Brown. Is. Od. 

'* When Christ was Bom." A Christmas Carol, from the Harleian MS. in the British 
Museum. Set to Music by A. H. Brown. Dedicated to the Bishop of Oxford, is. 

A Carol for New Tear's Day. Set to Music by a. H. Brown. Dedicated to the 
Bishop of Brechin, is. 

An Epiphany Carol. Set to Music by A. H. Brown. Dedicated to the Rer. Dr. 
Posey. 18. 

Easter Carol. Set to Music by A. H. Brown. Dedicated to the Bishop of Salisbury. 
18. Od. 

■' Joyftil Bise, O Christian People!" , Music by the Rev. G. H. Curteis. Words 
by the Rev. A. H. Wyatt. "Walcen, Christian Children!'* Words and Melody by 
the Rev. S. C. Hamerton. 4d. 

" Joy and Gladness." A Christmas Carol. Written to an Ancient Melody, by the 
Rev. J. M. Neale, M.A. Harmonized for Four Voices, with or without accompa- 
niment, by the Rev. S. S. Greatheed, M.A. Od. 



